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DET 
To LEONORA. | 


Paris. 
O leave me, Leonora—Ah! 
3 F why at a time like this, does 
SSSS cruel neceſſity oblige you to 


deſert your friend! a time when m 7 
— B-- +. - . 


. 
— — 
Fa 1 
— 
% 
= 
1 
- 
® #7 
8 
oy 
2 
& 
- 
0 
% a 
\ a 
N 
E Ya 
"SS Kg 
28988 
+4.» x 
F- %a 
©& > 
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ungovernable heart ſo much needs 
your aſſiſtance, and your advice, to 


aid my too weak efforts in reſtrain- 


ing its late refractory emotions — I 
daily fee the Marquis—ſee him ever 
lovely ; alas, too lovely for my re- 
poſe—I would ſhun. him, but how 


is it poſſible? Continually of my 
couſin's parties, I meet him perpe- 


tually— It is believed he loves her; 
but ah, Leonora, his eyes have a 
thouſand times. told me the con- 
trary—Why do I, with ſuch delight, 
read their flattering language—How 
ſhall I oppoſe this dear, encroach- 
ing paſſion ; a paſſion ſo contrary to 


my duty? — Inexorable Duty | muſt I 


then liſten to your dictates, though 


to ohep Joy mult for ever deſtroy my 


peace ? 


| T4 he Hor of * L IA. 2 


peace? — The Duke de Montpenfier— 
1 my father's choice ; approved by all 
Iny friends; approved even by my- 
eelf—But what is a cold approbation 
to the warm ſentiments of love ? — 
1 Ah, I can never love him Let to 
4 what an alternative am I reduced, ei- 
4 Ither to wed the man, who, as a huſ- 
4 band, I regard with horror, or, what 
1 is equally dreadful, take the veil— 
There is no medium—What ſhall I 
do? How avoid the miſery that a- 
waits me? — There is no reſource 
but this dreaded convent—Never will 
my father be prevailed on to break 
his engagement, never will he give 
up the proſpect of an alliance ſo 1 
nourable to his family—His word is 
ee 0 why was not my heart 
B 2 con- 
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conſulted ? — Does, then, a parent's 3 
prerogative. extend ſo very far? — P 
Muſt the happineſs of his child be 
ſacrificed to his ambition? — Alas, MN 
how fruitleſs are my complaints ; what 3 ; 
will they avail ? — But can'I—O, no, f 
Leonora, I never can conſent—Hea- 3 
vens! Is it poſſible I ſhould indeed 
be doomed to ſo ſevere a fate? — 4 4 
No, moſt amiable of men ! thou 2 
only object that e'er warmed my heart 
to tender ſenſibility! though I can 
never be. your's,. yet will I never be 
be another's -A convent, then — Ah, 
the dreary proſpect ! the ſolitary, joy- 
leſs ſtate! — Loſt to the world; a 
world, to which I feel I cannot, with- 
out the utmoſt regret, bid an eternal 
adieu True, its pleaſures are tran- 
ſitory 
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| I | ſitory and deluſive, yet they infatuate 
me againſt my better judgment. The 
Y | dear Marquis alone can give it charms, 
9 irreſiſtible charms to me But dare 1 
1 ind ulge the flattering hope of being 
2 his— Ah no, my friend, a thouſand 
= obſtacles oppoſe themſelves, and drive 
me to deſpair—Engaged to another; 
my fortune ſmall; he, like me, de- 
pendent on an ambitious father En- 
tangled by an affected paſſion for one, 
Jam convinced, he never loved 
Importuned by his friends, he con- 
ſented to viſit the Counteſs but he 

acts honourably. I ſaid he affected 

a paſſion for her No, my dear, he 

is above diſguiſe; his behaviour is 
cold and indifferent: Vet there is a 
8 gentleneſs in his manner, an ami- 
I Coo Bees 
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able aſſiduity and complacency with Wt 


which, in common, he treats all 


our ſex, that has here, I fear, been 
miſtaken for warmer ſentiments— - 


What is wiſhed is eaſily believed. 


That is but too viſibly the caſe with 8 
my fair couſin—How will he extri- 2 
cate himſelf from a ſituation ſo em- 'Y 
barrafling ? This alliance, ſo advan- 
tageous to him, fo earneſtly wiſhed 3 
for by his father, no reluctance on 3 
the Lady's part; that Lady one of 


the richeſt widows in France, young 3 | 
too, and even envy muſt allow her | | 
handſome — Ah, will he be able to 

reſiſt ſuch powerful temptations ? — 8 
Yet has this envied rival ſuch faults 
as - But I ſtop, leſt prejudice ſhould 
influence my pen — The engaging 
| Coulanges | 


% Mn, 
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Coulanges has juſt left me. I have 

an infinite eſteem for that amiable | 74 
unfortunate girl The Counteſs does 1 
not treat her with the generoſity 

ſhe merits — Humbled as ſhe is by 

a cruel reverſe of fortune, her birth 

entitles her to reſpect. Would I were 
permitted to take her under my pro 
tection; it ſhould be my endeavour 

to make her life more happy, while 

J rejoiced in a friend, whoſe good 
ſenſe and obliging temper would 
afford me the higheſt conſolation— 

1 muſt attempt it; I think my 
father will not deny a requeſt ſo rea- 
ſonable. She has had a difference 
with my fair couſin, and came to 
make her complaint to me. Nothing 
but the moſt ſervile ſubmiſſion on 
55 "ans 
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her part can reconcile them 3 to hor 
her ſpirit will not ſtoop. Her re- 
ſentment made her ſpeak of that 
Lady with more freedom than I had 
ever before heard her—I am apt to 
think ſhe did not, however, do her 
much injuſtice—Ah, cried ſhe, weep- 
ing, why am I doomed to this de- 
pendent ſituation ? — Mortifying re- 
Hetion—Once I had reaſon to hope— 
But it is paſt, and I muſt ſubmit to 
be the humble ſhadow, the echo of 
a capricious. woman of faſhion — On 
how precarious. a tenure. do- I hold 
her friendſhip—1 never could flatter, 
nor can I any longer divert the fre- 
quent ennui, from which a conſtant 
round of pleaſure, perpetual engage- 
ments, is. not able to ſecure her 1 
| have 
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have loſt that charm which firſt at- 
tached her to me Ah, Madam, is 
it poſſible, in a ſituation like mine, 
to be gay ?—No, the being aſſured 


1 am expected to amuſe, deſtroys the 


power: Conſtraint will ever baniſh 
3X fprightlineſs — Weary. with continual | 
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efforts to render myſelf agreeable, I 
long to indulge my reflections, to taſte 
that liberty to which I have ſo long 
been a ſtranger I have vanity enough 
to think I merit ſome little regard on 
my own account, and not merely as 
Jam ſubſervient to her pleaſure — 
But who will perſuade the Counteſs - 
of this ? Incapable of a dilintereſted 
friendſhip, ſhe regards me in no other 
light but that of her amuſer, her pre- 
ſervative againſt the ſpleen, of equal 
15 B 5 | import- 
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2 


not without repeated intreaties J ob- 


not bear the dreadful thought. I am 


importance with her ſmelling- bottle: 1 
When her ſalts have loſt their poig- 
nancy, and no longer ſerve to raiſe | B J 


her ſpirits, they are thrown by as 


uſeleſs—Such is my fate—Since my 
melancholy has rendered me unfit 
(and, ah! what juſt cauſe have I to li 
be ſo?) of continuing to be that en- 
tertaining companion ſhe continually 
expects — In this manner ran on the 
dear complaining girl. To-morrow I 
leave Paris for a few months; it was 


_ * hs 
r 
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tained. the conſent of my father— 
This dreaded marriage is his ever- 
laſting theme With difficulty he at 
laſt granted me this ſhort reſpite — 
but when I return—O heavens, I can- 


- going 


6) 
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| going to my auntꝰ's; the Counteſs, who 
generally ſpends her ſummer there, ac- 
companies me— You may believe 1 
could have diſpenſed with the pre- 
ſence of my rival; but there is no 
remedy — I go, then—Ah, Leonora, 1 
fly ; bur will flight affiſt my cure? I 
leave the charming Marquis; but alas, 
do I not likewiſe leave my heart? 
that heart which all my efforts can- 
not regain He is not to be of the 
party How ſhall I account for it? 
My couſin did not ſeem to wiſh he 
ſhould ;. yet ſurely ſhe does not ſuſ- 
pect—No, it is impoſlible, ſince his 
eyes alone have diſcovered the dear 
ſecret even to me, and that by ſuch . 
ſtolen glances, as only watchful Love 
could obferve—In our ſituation the 
B 6 * urmoſt' 0 
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utmoſt caution was. neceſſary ; they | 
ſpoke, however, in a language ſo in- 
telligible; alas, I too well underſtood 
them —Ah, ſhall J ever forget that 
dear moment, when, unobſerved by 
the company, he, trembling with an 
almoſt involuntary motion, gently 
ſeized my hand, and preſſed it, ſigh- 
ing, to his breaſt? Can I forget with 
what tender ſolicitude he watched my 
half averted face for the reſt of the 
evening; that face, whoſe timid 
- bluſhes but too viſibly ſpoke his par- . 
don? Ah, thoſe happy days of in- 
fant love, when with ſach ſweet re- 
luctance I entertained the ſtrange, 
the unknown gueſt, and yielded to 
its power, that irreſiſtible power that 
Kill holds me in his chains—Do I 
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then quit thoſe ſoothing, though, alas, 
delafive joys ? — Cruel duty, what 
greater facrifice can you require ? Yes, 
my friend, I leave this moſt amiable 
of men—But what can' abſence do ?— 


- ; 
I go to make the experiment, 
/ F . - N 4 
7 ? * 8 . 5 
5 . * r. 
Adieu. 
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1 E T T.E RX KH. 
To LEON ORA. 


H, Leonora, what are the moſt 

beautiful rural ſcenes ?—What 
the moſt agrecable parties? — The Mar- 
quis is not with us—lIs it then poſſible 
they ſhould be ſo to me— Alas, 
why indulge this unjuſtifiable weak- 
neſs! I tire you, Leonora; blame 
my perverſe pen; it leads me in- 
ſenſibly to the ſubject a ſubject too 
near my heart — But let us talk of 
ſomething elſe—Here is a croud of 
gueſts at my aunt's—The Chevalier, 
her nephew, amongſt the reſt; it 
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is a handſome inſipid foul as you 
ever met with; as vain of his 
charms as one of us; takes as much 
pains to ſhade his fair face from 
the ſun; would not ſtir a ſtep with- 
out his gloves, and flapped hat; 
talks inceſſantly, yet never to- the 
purpoſe; makes pretenſions to gal- 
lantry and politeneſs, yet can acquit 
himſelf in neither with any tolerable 
grace; ogles me unmercitully, but 
his pert eyes were never formed 
for the ſoft language of love; diſ- 
torts -his unmeaning features, in or- 
der to aſſume an air of languiſh- 
ment; peſters me to death with com- 
pliments, from which I hope, how- 
ever, I ſhall now be relieved by the 
arrival of the lovely blooming Mar- 
chionefs 
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chioneſs de Stanville. It is a true 
aſſertion, moſt women have no cha- 
racters at all. She is the prettieſt 
inſipid ſoul you can imagine. 1 
will not attempt a deſcription of her 
charms, as I am ſure I could not 
render them Juſtice 3 and for her 
mind—a mere blank—the Philoſo- 
phers have long been in ſearch of 
a vacuum Should you now chance 
to ſtumble upon any of theſe learned 
gentry, bid them ſpeed their courſe 
to the Chateau de Grignon, where 


they will find what they have till 
now ſo vainly ſought for, in the 
vacant looks, and more vacant mind, 


of the charming Marchioneſs—Ano- 
ther of our party is- the Baron de 
Chateauneuf, a beau of the laſt age 


1 | A 
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A ſlave to the fair from his youth; 
cuſtom has rendered it a ſecond na- 


ture; he will be an enamorato 


vere he to live to the age of Me- 
d uſalab; a ſoft obliging difpoſition; 
a moderate underſtanding, not much 
improved by his added years; he 
is the moſt aſſiduous foppiſn old 
ſoul you ever ſaw; A connoiſſeur in 
beauty, and all that may preſerve or 
improve it; gives me receipts, and 
that with the moſt important air 
imaginable, for beautifying coſme» 
tics; tells one what coloured hat 
will beſt preſerve the face from tan+ 
ning; what waſh will deſtroy frec- 
kles. Then fon dreſs—His own, in- 
deed, is a little in the antediluvian 
ſtile, as he remembers that it once 

became 
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became him, and unfortunately for- 
gets Time has made ſome ſlight al- 
terations on his perſon. But for 
that of the Lady's — nobody is more 
converſant in the mode, and what 
faſhion is moſt becoming; in ſhort, 
he has all the fidgeting aſſiduous im- 
pertinence of an old batchelor One 
is almoſt ſtifled by his precautions 
left we take cold; hurried from our 
evening walks for fear of the dew 
he intercepts. the ſervants with our 
coffee, © Let it ſtand a. we to el 
< before you carry it to the La- 
4 dies; drinking it too warm deſtroys 
e the teeth.” He intermeddles with 
every thing, puts every thing into 
confuſion, then adds to it by endea- 
vours to remedy his faults—He is 
© cops ON great 
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little fear of her forgetting, though 


for an inſtant, the only thing ſhe has 


to boaſt of. We are engaged in a 
conſtant round of amuſements, at 
leaſt they pals under that name, tho? 
on me they have' a -quite contrary 


effect This is not to live in the de- 


lightful country We carry with us 
all our faſhionable foibles, all our 


taſte for town diverſions ; ; nay, not 
only our raſte, but we ſpend our 


time juſt in the ſame manner as in 
Paris— The only change (ſome advan- 


tage, 
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great favourite with the Marchionels ; 
delighted with his flattery, he ſupplies 
the abſence of her mirror, keeps up 
the remembrance of her charnſs by 
| continual encomiums no great need 
of a monitor on that head, however 
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tage, it muſt be allowed) is, that in- 
ſtead of crouded ſtreets, duſt, and 
noiſe, we have here delightful proſ- 
pets, pure air, and the harmony of 
the feathered choir — But our com- 
pany take pains to conceal from them- 
ſelves, as much as poſſible, even thoſe 
pleaſing changes of the ſcene, by 


| pending, or rather killing, thoſe hours 


at the, card table, which might be 
{pent ſo much more agreeably—We 
are. immured in our carriages when 
we make what i is called our rural ex» 


curſions; z ſhut up, ſcarce enjoying a 


glimpſe of the beauties of Nature 


Of how many enchanting rambles are 


we, by this means, deprived ? Haw 
many extenſive delightful, proſpects 
I bare no more leiſu reno more of 
my 
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my deſired ſolitude, \ than when in 


town— A continual ' ſucceſſion of 


company from the neighbouring ſeats 
all of the ſame turn of our party 


Reluctant comers into the country, 
becauſe it is the mode to do ſo 
Accuſtomed to receive, dependent for 
their little ſhare of happineſs on o- 


thers, no wonder they fly from them- 


ſelves, as a. gueſt with whom they 
have ſo ſlight an acquaintance, and 


who promiſes them ſo little: pleafure, 


were they to endeavour at a greater 
intimacy — O what foils do I daily 


meet with to add a luſtre to the per- 


fections, the ten thouſand ' graces of 
the charming Sevigne? — Why is he 


alone ſo perfect? Could J but ſee 
others equally lovely; equally worthy 


— 


— 


o 
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my eſteem, by dividing it, my at- 
tachment to one dear object would be 
leſs violent Alas, Leonora! where is 
there hopes of this? For is it not, per- 
haps, my creative love which gives him 
half his beauties ?—If ſo, thoſe beauties, 
however imaginary, muſt exiſt, and 
appear ſuperior to all others, as long 
as my - unhappy paſſion miſleads or 
| biaſes my judgment—Oh ! my friend, 
why do I talk of him ? — Why per- 
petually remind m that he is not 
here Alas! can I forget it? cuſtom 
has rendered his preſence neceſſary to 
* my happineſs, and who is there now 
to ſupply his loſ ? 


The moment I ſaw Chateauneuf 
- from my windows quickening his 
hob- 
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hobbling pace towards the houſe, I. 7 
gueſſed I ſhould be interrupted. —— -- 


8 I come, my good Baron — The | E 
Y 1 5 | Marchioneſs is angling — Never laid 
x an unſucceſsful bair—I mult likewiſe 
4 try my ſkill; no fear of cold—l be- 


ieee not, but of heat, Baron—O | | 
there is a charming cool ſhade of trees 7 | 

on the border of the canal; a ſecu- 
rity againſt tanning, of which you = 


might otherwife be in ſome danger, 
from the ſun's beams reflected from 
the water — I attend you in a few 


— 


moments — Ah, I « ſhall never keep 

my countenance; the officious ſoul KA 
has been fumbling this half hour, 
with his palſied hands, to tie on | 
my hat — — Continue your writing, 


charm- 
— 
* 

% 

N \ 

* bs, © 
. 
* 
WTO 


charming Julia; never mind me— 
I bluſh, Sir — Indeed I muſt not 
ſuffer you to take this trouble — 
Agnes, with your leave, ſhall ſupply 
your place — I am too much ho- 
noured: A valet de chambre like 
you, Baron; indeed it muſt not be — 
| Keep your diſtance, good Mrs. Agnes, 
I will not yield a prerogative to 
Which I have been ſo long accuſ- 
tomed. The Ladies never refuſe me 
thoſe little privileges. My whole 


bappineſs conſiſts in being uſeful to i 


them — Heavens, what a figure has 
he made of me — You muſt be my 
guide, Baron; I am half blinded — 
I tied it ſo on purpoſe, that. it might 
the better ſhade your. fair. face from 

the ſun — f careful —1 took the 
liberty 


* 9 * 
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- * 


liberty of altering it, however 
muſt ſee, Sir—T ſhould ſorry to 
| purchaſe a fine complexion at ſo dear 
a rate as to loſe the pleaſure of fight 
* it He remonſtrated; teized me 
I was obſtinate; took my own way 
And now adieu; his patience is al- 


moſt exhauſted. I muſt attend him— 


%. 


- 
% 


Believe me ever yours, 


- $ 
— - * 
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JULIA, 
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7 LETTER 1. 


To Lrononk. 


ELE me, Leonora, if his pal. 
ſion for the Counteſs was only 


diſſembled Ah, tell me, was it ne- 


ceflary to carry bis diſſimulation fo 


very far? — She has this morning re- 


ceived a letter from the Marquis— 
She is in high ſpirits—Can you doubt 
it? made me her confident on the 
occaſion; not ſo far as to ſhew me 
his epiſtle, however, but part of its 


too tender contents — Heavens! was 


the amiable Sévigné then ſo tender 
in his expreſſions to her! —O my agi- 
tated heart! what am I to think of 


his conduct? — Alas, have I not too 
much 
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much reaſon to believe that Tam, in 
reality, the dupe of his artifice—Yet' 
why ſhould he deceive me? — Per- 


haps he did not — His inconſtancy” 
may be involuntary—TPhe charms of 
the Counteſs — the importunities of 
his father — What objections can he 
make to an alliance ſo every way 


advantageous ? — Objections, did I 
ſay? — Ah, do they. any longer 
exiſt? — No; his tender, his very 
tender epiſtle is a proof — Once I had 
ſome reaſon—Yes, my dear, a theu- 
ſand reaſons, to think that his appa- 
rent paſſion for me would have proved 
an unſurmountable obſtacle ; 3 nay, 1 
vainly imagined he was forming 


ſchemes to diſengage himſelf from a 


connection that. fo viſibly embarraſſtel 
| 8 him 


* 


— 


him But ought I, Leonora, tell me, 
ought I, in juſtice, to wiſh him to 
abandon her to whom he is ſo dear? 
How ſelfiſh, how ungenerous, does 
this Love render one! Yet I endea- 
vour, from ſpecious reaſons, to ex- 
euſe myſelf. Fond of virtue, I muſt 
firſt be blinded by ſophiſtical argu- 
ments, ere 1 can deviate from its 
dictates —I ſtrive to perſuade myſelf 
that an alliance where love is not 
mutual, muſt unavoidably be miſe- 
rable; but that excuſe is no longer 
left me, ſince ſhe is, alas! no longer 
indiffereut to him: And does my 
flighted love ſtill exiſt, after ſuch 
convincing proofs how little he de- 
ſerves it? — Is it poſſible ? — Does 
the Marquis, then, indeed, ceaſe to 

love 


= 
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love me? Am I fo ſoon forgot? — 
So ſhort an abſence, . who could have 
believed him capable of ſuch incon- 
ſtancy ? — What a tender - friendſhip 
did he expreſs for me! — Ah, why 
look back to thoſe happy days, all 
extaſy and joy! when he was conti- 
nually near me, when he afſiduouſly 
watched my looks, (connected by an 
endearing ſympathy, ) one ſoul ſeem- 
ed to actuate us both — My every 
wiſh was his, when his eyes were 
continually ſaying a thouſand tender 
things, which, his lips found no op- 
portunity to utter Alas! thoſe charm- 
ing deluſions are fled for ever Why 
have they ſo long miſled me? Forgive 
me, Leonora, I am again treſpaſſing on 
2 your patience—This man, my con- 
dh 4 ſtant, 
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ſtant, my everlaſting theme—But 1 
have done, I ſpare you, I know it 
muſt be tireſome—Thoſe repetitions ; 
yet how. can 1 avoid them - Can 
I think? can I talk of any body 
elſe?—O this inexcuſable weakneſs !— 
We have another gueſt added to 
our -party— The Count de Rochefort; 
. Senſible, obliging, talks juſt enough, 
and always to the purpoſe— His 
. perſon tall, graceful, and elegantly iſ 
genteel — The Marchioneſs ſet him 
down for her captive the moment 
he made his appearance amongft us— I 
I, you may believe, have no deſire 
to make conqueſts ; ſufficiently em- 
barraſſed with my but half com- 


pleated one, I have but little in- 
clination 
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clination* to be- troubled with ano- 
ther; yet he looks at me ſo—1 
cannot deſcribe how—Bur, I believe, 
he abſolutely thinks the untitled Julia 
as amiable as her Ladyſhip— Ah, 
this teizing Baron — he brought me 
a new ſong— made me ſing it—1 
am perfectly hoarſe with obliging 
him He ſings two ſcraps of Italian 
old ditties, in vogue in the days of 
yore, when he was on his travels 
Horrible diſcord; the words minced 
from between his artificial teeth 
Ah, do you know the obliging ſoul 
has actually had a ſerious conference 
with my Agnes, on the virtues of 
May dew ? ſhe - has received his 
commands to gather ſome to- mor- 
row morning before fan- riſe, for the 
| C + uſe 
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uſe of my Ladyſhip, the beſt thing 

in the world, as he aſſures me, for 
the complexion—He will attend in 
perſon, leſt the honeſt Abigail ſhould 
wiſely. prefer her morning nap to 
the important taſk he has allotted 
her Was there ever ſuch an origi- 
nal ?—I think I am beginning to 
ſupplant the Marchioneſs, who was 
at firſt his greateſt favourite And 
for what reaſon, . do you think ?— 
Even for the very. weighty one of 
my having appeared attentive to the 


account he was giving us laſt night, 
to which nobody elſe had the com- 


plaiſance to liſten, of one of his 
youthful courtſhips, and the methods 
he took to gain a preference over 


his, a8 he then feared too ſueceſaful 
rival 
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rival—He ſeemed highly to enjoy 
the remembrance of it—It might be 
exceedingly clever for what I know— 
1 heard not a word he ſaid; my 
thoughts were far otherwiſe engaged 
yet I appeared attentive — This was 
ſufficient; he Was ſatisfied. Happy 
thoſe who ate ſo eaſily ſo — Far 
happier than us, who, by a too 
great refinement, multiply our at 
any rate too frequent ſources of 
diſappointment and regret. The Duke 
had threatened me with a viſit, but 
his attendance on the King will de- 
tain him ſome time longer at Paris 
Thank heaven I ſhall not then be 
ſo ſoon tormented with his odious 
aſſiduities What recommends a fa- 
voured lover, has the quite contrary 

| Cx effect 
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effect from thoſe who are notbeloved— 
As an indifferent acquaintance, TI 
could eſteem this man; I ſhould 
even think him handſome and agree- 
able—But the moment he declares 
his paſſion, all his graces vaniſh= 
A great ſhare of partiality is neceſſary 
to render pleaſing the language of 
love; without this, the perſon ap- 
pears ridiculous : Our paſſion caſts a 
veil over a favourite lever's i mper- 
fections; but not ſo his graces, thoſe 
we ſee through the magnifying glaſs 
of a lively imagination—Yes, Count, 
IT underſtand that ſupplicating look— 
Lou ſue for my company, I think I 1 
muſt oblige him, ſince he ſets a due 
value on it; they will not allow me 
a moment's leiſure for writing — 
'This 
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This tirefome croud — If. diffipation 
could weaken my / paſſion, indeed 1 
would forgive them, amd make uſe 
of the remedy, however unpalatable 
but, ah, my dear, it is too deeply 
rooted in my heart — There is no 
antidote for this fatal poiſon The 
Counteſs is ſo happy, ſo elate, (is it 
to be wondered at?) to be beloved 
by ſuch a man; heavens, by whom1— 
by the charming Sfigne—ls it poſ- 
ſible ? — What a diſtinction ! — The 
Count is here, always writing lovely 
Julia; happy thoſe who are the 
ſubje& of your pen Lou are miſ- 
taken, Count, I was talking of my- 
felf, and yet J am not happy —T 
ſhould be ſorry to believe that, 
A Madam; may you ever be ſo, though 
C 6 you 
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you deſtroy that of others—You dif- 
pleaſe me by this accuſation, Sir 
Vet it would be no wonder, ſince 
not poſſeſſed of happineſs, that I do 
not diſpenſe it — But why ſhould 
that of others depend on me? — 
Thoſe who are charming, like you, 
Madam, muſt decide the fate of 
thouſands — Of. no more, Count? 
(ſmiling,) you have allotted me a 
ſovereignty, that will, I fear, be 
diſputed by as many rivals as you 
allow me ſubjects— But tell me, Sir, 
what are your commands with me? 
if not very material, I would beg 
to be excuſed at preſent My com- 
mands, Madam Ah, ſay, rather, my 
humble requeſts — The new play 
you honoured, by expreſſing ſome 
curioſity 
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curioſity to ſee, is juſt brought me; 
I was in hopes you would have per- 
mitted me to read it to you, and 
have favoured me with your judi- 
cious remarks—The' Counteſs is al- 
ready ſeated in your favourite al- 
cove; the fair Marchioneſs is en- 
gaged with the Baron and Cheva- 
lier, in a learned diſpute on the 
beauties of her new riding-dreſs; 
only your company, lovely Julia, is 
wanting to complete, to give charms 
to the party And would you have 
me turn critic, Count, favour you 
with my remarks ? — No, Sir!— 1 
will liſten to your's; thoſe, and not 
mine, muſt determine the merit of 
the piece] attend you, curious to 
hear What has been ſo much ap- 
plauded, 


— 
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plauded, though our modern per- 
formances have, in general, very 
little but their novelty to recom- 
= mend them— Ah, let us haſten to 
1 be gone -I ſaid I would not criti- 
li | | ciſe, and behold me already making 
my ſuperficial remarks—Adieu, dear 
Leonoru 1 ſtrive to divert my at- 
tention from one too intereſting ob- 
jest, by every thing that preſents | 
itſelf, however trifling With ſuc- iſ 
ceſs— Alas, no, my friend, far from 


Your's, . . 
Jux IA. 
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LETTER Iv. 


To LzonoR Az 


per will be quite ruined if things 
continue in this train The trouble- 


ſome affiduity of the men diſguſts 


me ; the impertinent caprice of the 


women is ſtill worſe — The former 


embarraſs me; they follow me per- 


petually; I am conſtantly in a croud, 


though I ſo much defire to be a- 
lone; they ſeem to have entered into 


a combination to moleſt my peace. 
This coxcombical old man puts every 


thing into diſorder—He will let no- 
body do any thing for me but him- 
elf; 


Proteſt, my dear Leonoru, my tem 


< l 
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ſelf; if I but move, if I but turn 
my head, he is offering his ſervice— 
What does the charming Julia want ?— 
I muſt allow him to fetch it—Is it 
my work, my fan, my lute? Away 
he hobbles, always brings the wrong, 


then peſters me with apologies— Sets 
off a ſecond time to remedy his fault— 


commits | a ſecond blunder—I fret 
Pray Baron let me give my own 
orders, and to thoſe who can under- 
ſtand me—No, I may as well talk 
to the wind; nobody but himſelf 
muſt have the ſupreme felicity of 
ſerving me I ſubmit, weary of con- 
tending; any thing to get rid of his 
officiouſneſs — Then I muſt play to 
him — The fineſt finger in the world; 
the greateſt execution In return, he 
. | | makes 
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makes verſes—Horrid 'verſes—Chuſes _ 


me as the ſubject of his Muſe—Com- 


pels me to read them—Nay, pray 


oblige me, he cries Only juſt glance 
your fair eyes over them, you will own 


they are not much amiſs — O, im- 


menſely pretty, very ſmooth and flow- 


ing—Yes, I think they are paſſable 


The talent was born with me; there 
is no acquiring it; all your art of 
Poetry will be ineffectual, if Nature 


denies that gift ll believe ſo; pray 
take care of them; ; verſes. like yours : 


_ ought to be ſecured under lock and 


key—They are for you, Madam; 1 


would depoſit them in your memory; 
that is the height of my ambition — 
Then you will never gain immorta- 
lity, Baron, 1 have no memory, 1 

| can 
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can retain nothing Juſt like myſelf— 


You are a Wit, Sir, and Wits are 
always ſaid to have ſhort memories 
But lock up your Poetry—The Count 


langhs—The Marchionefs half envies 


me the diſtinction, but is a little con- 
ſoled by the flattery and conſtant aſ- 


duty of the Chevalier — Next his 
own ſweet perſon, he honours her's 


with the greateſt attention — Their 
underftanding, ſo much alike, makes 


them the prettieſt company in the 


world to each other — He is perpe- 
tually dangling after her—They laugh, 
they chat, they trifle from morning 
to night, continually repeating the 


lame things, yet never weary with 


the repetition — No wonder, indulged 


66 he has a ca- 


pPacity 
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pacity for, Flattery—ſhe liſtening to 
the only ſubje& ſhe deſires to hear 
the ſubject of her charms— The Coun- 
teſs, the envied Counteſs, ſhe alone 
is truly happy, while unmoleſted ſhe 
enjoys her delightful contemplations, 
and every moment tells herſelf ſhe is 
up the privilege (as ſome weak Women 
eſteem it) of attracting the unmean- 

ing admiration of a croud. Satis- 
fied—(ah, what reaſon has ſhe to be 
ſo l) with the affection of one That 
one of more value than all the reſt 
of the ſex — Yet what detains him 
from her?—Need I aſk? Nothing, 
doubtleſs, but abſolute neceffity could 
prevent his flying, on the wings of 


Love, to where his heart has taken 


44 The Hifliry of JULY. 


up its abode—Then he writes to her 
He beguiles the tedious hours of ab- 
ſence, by conveying, in that way, all 
the ſoft endearing ſentiments ſne in- 
ſpires How have I been deceived in 
him — Once I flattered myſelf - But 
his epiſtle, his tender lover- like epi- 
ſtle Was there occaſion for that, if 
he wiſhed, as I too long vainly be- 
lieved, to diſengage himſelf from a 
ſeeming paſſion ?—Ah, no, my dear, 
ſelf love had miſled my judgment, 
and I am too late convinced, that 
his eyes ſpoke not a warmer language 
than that of friendſhip, tho I, alas, 
_ miſtook it for love—I am weary of 
theſe reflections, and no leſs weary of 
my preſent ſituation Would I were 
permitted to return to Paris. Do not 
* FS put 
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put me upon examining my motives 
for this deſire Sure I cannot be ſo 
mean — No, he has no ſhare in it; 
but I think I ſhould be more at 
liberty Would you believe I could 
have more leiſure there than in the 
country? But it is certainly true: 


Here I have ſcarce a moment to my- 


ſelf ; there I could form a thouſand. 
pretences to excuſe my going into 
company, but now I am perpetually, 
in a croud. Not only thoſe I have 
mentioned to you, viſiters are con- 
tinually dropping in upon us, yet 1 
muſt ſtay this ſummer, my aunt ex- 
pects it, my father gave his conſent— . 
Ah, what could tempt me to aſk it? 
It. will never be over—My motives 
were laudable - I wiſhed to be ab- 
| EE 
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Alas, what has not this abſence coſt 
me? — Too ſure it is a powerful 
remedy for love, with him, at leaſt— 
I am already forgot—Yet Tet me 
not accuſe him wrongfully — Can 
he be called inconſtant, who, I now 
fear, never loved?—Ah, would he 
did not, fince it is not your Julia 
that is honoured with that diftinc- 
tion— s it poſſible J ſhould: with to 
return to Paris? — Have I then 
forgot the dreaded marriage that is 
threatned? — To what a dreadful ſi- 
tuation am I reduced when I think 
of that; the time, which crept ſo 
dgowly, now ſeems to fly with hor- 
rid rapidity My aunt is ſubject to 
the vapours, every thing diſgufts 


her, 
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her, ſhe ſeldom joins in our parties 
of pleaſure ; „ "while her gueſts. are 
innocently» chearful, ſhe is ſhut up 
in her cloſet, adding to the natural 
ſourneſs and unſociability of her 
temper, by reading books of de- 
votion ingudiciouſly choſen; from 
theſe moroſe lectures, ſhe joins us, 


and damps the general gaiety, by 
ſevere reflections on the moſt baum 


of. no e * "thas are 
with her, and her J anſeniſt. teachers, 
either religious or ſinful; ſo that, 


by her account, we are almoſt con- 
tinually engaged in the latter She 
bas complaiſance enough, however, 
to let every one follow their own 
inclination — She only remonſtrates. 

and 
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the affects a ſuperior degree of 


has the art of rendering her houſe, 


about her, eſpecially when her fa- 
yourite, the Counteſs, on whom 
the generally prevails to ſpend the 
former with her, is here; to that 


j Indeed, an oſtentatious devotion, 
like my aunt's, would be robbed of 


rade of to others, and that it could 
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and tells us the conſequence of our 
actions Fond of company, though 


ſanctity and fſelf-denial, ſhe yet 


/ CLE : 


if not herſelf, tolerably agreeable to 
her gueſts, ſo that ſhe is ſeldom 
without a number of young people 


— 
< OY CIT SP” 1 
v4 ES Se AG Ag 


lady, ſhe can deny nothing, and 
you may believe, ſhe has no incli- 
nation to be without attendants. 


half its charms, if not made a pa- 


not 
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ſhe affects to contend for; as ſhe 


lays no conſtraint on any body, ſo 


ſhe is under none herſelf — At her 


ſtated hours of devotion, down go 
her cards, and away ſhe haſtens to 

| huddle over her prayers ; returns, 
| and again engages in her -favourite 
amuſements: ſhe denies herſelf none 


that are ſo, but then ſhe, you are 
to know, does every thing from 


different motives. It is well the in- 


tention ſanctifies the action, as ſhe 
tells us it does, or I ſhould be apt 
to think there is not a great deal 
of difference between her manner 
of ſpending her time, and us poor 
mortals, who ſoar not to ſuch an 
exalted pitch of piety — With all 
YOu bc I ot 
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not be, did ſhe live in that retirement 
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this ſanctity, ſhe is the torment of her 
ſervants; daily does ſhe read them, 
and that in none of the gentleſt 
language, a morning lecture. An 
enemy to the ſofter paſſions, poor 
Love, finds no quarter from her— 
The leaſt ſymptoms of it, in any 
of her domeſtics, and they are im- 
mediately expelled her community; | 
ſo that her honeſt damſels ar 
obliged to ſee their enamorato's by l 
ſtealth, when their watchful gr 
ſleeps : a more dangerous ſeaſon for i 
aſſignations than the chearful face 
| of day —I much fear, the ſober 
Marchioneſs will have ſome faus- 
pas to anſwer for, which leſs ſeve- i 
rity might have prevented. I an 


far from being ſo great a favourite 
with 
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with this good devotee, as my cou- 
ſin No wonder: I cannot diſſem- 


ble, though for my own intereſt. 


The Counteſs is of a different way 
of thinking; eſteeming a little in- 


dulgence to her foibles an eaſy ſa- 


crifice, for the chance of ſharing in 


her large fortune -A fortune, which 


her own affluent circumſtances ren- 


ders ſo unneceſſary; but may ſhe 
enjoy it— It is not the poſſeſſion of 


that I ſhall ever envy her Amongſt 
all this ſociety, I meet with none 1 
ſet ſo high a value on, as the love- 
ly, the amiable Coulanges, who is 
no longer a ſlave to the caprice of 
my couſin, but my friend and com- . 


panion; like you, ſhe is intruſted 


with the ſecret of my heart, like 
= you 
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you conſoles me by her tender ſym- 
pathy—Adieu, my charming Leono- 


ra, continue to love me, and be 


aſſured mine will never know a de- 
creaſe, | 


JuL1a. 
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ST TENG; 


To LEON ORA. 


Letter from the Duke The 

Count hearing me this morn- 
ing expreſs ſome ſurprize that laſt 
night's poſt brought me none from 
you, very obligingly ſent his ſervant 
early this morning, and came him- 
ſelf to deliver, not your agreeable 
expected packet, but that unwel⸗ 
come letter - By the direction, he 
gueſſed, it was not from my female 
friend, and, lover like, gave himſelf 
penſive airs upon it, ſighed when 
he preſented it — With how enviable 


— 
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is the fate of him who has thus the 


liberty of addreſſing you, to that of 
the unfortunate who delivers it al 
I lightly glanced my eyes over the 


contents—A great deal of love; a * 


great deal of regret for being ſo 


long baniſhed from my prefence ; a 


great many fears; and laſtly, obliged 


to attend the King one month lon- 


ger: knows not how he ſhall be 
able to ſupport himſelf under an 
abſence ſo tedious—In truth, I ſhall 
give myſelf but little pain on that 


head. How little impreſſion do all 


his flouriſhing profeſſions make on my 
heart! To do him juſtice, he does 


not write inelegantly—The moſt fer- 


vent | paſſion breathes through the 


whole—Ah, ' why was it not from 
| the 
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the Marquis? How welcome would 
ir then have been ! — Unjuſtifiable 
weakneſs—Why do I indulge thee! 
O this eternal teazer, muſt I for 
ever be moleſted by his . imperti- 
nence ! — What now, Baron? rf 
noſegay of his own gathering, the 
colours judiciouſly blended ; foils 
to each other's beauty; not an ill- 
placed flower amongſt them — A 
pleaſing contraſt between the. lilly 
and the roſe z it requires as much 
taſte, he tells me, to compoſe an 
elegant Bouquet, as to write a Son- 
net — This he preſented to me 
would exactly ſuit my complexion— 
The Chevalier, on the contrary, had 
gathered one for the Marchioneſs 
that abſolutely made her look like 
| | D 4 ES 
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a fright — But, a. propos, Madam, 
I juſt now mentioned a Sonnet, and 
I, this very morning, on ſeeing 
you walking like another Venus, 
with grace in your ſteps, on the 
terras under my chamber windows, 
ſnatched up my pen, which. ſketched 
out my thoughts in theſe ſtanzas— 


Pray do me the honour to look 


over them — Unconſcionable ! have 
you no mercy on my heart! —Is 
it in woman to reſiſt you, now 
you have given her an immortal 
name Future ages will read with 
wonder, and ſcarce believe there 
could exiſt a form ſo perfect as 
that you have beſtowed on. me— 


But excuſe me, Sir, I ſhall grow | 


Vain —1 will not read them—Nay, 
| Madam, 
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Madam, it would be cruel to re- 
fuſe me, after all my -trouble—TI 
thought, Baron, you. had ſnatched 


up your pen, and ſketched out your 
| ready thoughts in an inſtant—But 


you have had a great deal of trou- 
ble—My poor Baron, what recom- 


| pence can I make you for thus 


racking your brain? Tou miſtake 


me, Madam, nobody writes with 


greater eaſe — Do let me read them 


to you, and you will be convinced, 
by the unconſtrained numbers, that 


I did but wiſh, and ſtraight the num- 
bers came—Conſequently I had no 


_ occaſion to take a great deal. of 
pains about it —I hope not, Sir — 


Shall I, lovely Julia? — Do you give 


me leave to read them, Madam ?— 


1 As 
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As you pleaſe—The ſurprizing va. 
nity of this old foul ! — While 1 
ſpoke, he was examining his long, 
. * Jean, wizened face in my dreſſing- 
glaſs — Ah! it certainly muſt be a 
moſt flattering one, for he abſolutely 
ſeemed pleaſed with the — ſhadoy, 
in every ſenſe of the word, that it 
reflected His eyes, indeed, are 
greatly impaired, as well as his me- 
mory — the leſs wonder, that he can 
neither ſee nor remember he is old— 
-Pity he could not perſuade others 
to be equally complaiſant—But the 
verſes, my dear, pray obſerve, you 
will die with laughing. 
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S N N E . 


c F orth in the acuity; walk young 
« FJulia fair, 

c As I conjecture, for to take the Air— 

C The Queen of Love has no more ſtately 
60 port, + 

«© When round her form the Gens all 
<« reſort. TY. | 

“Her eyes, like lightning, dart their pierc- 
<< ing glance, | 

& I ſee—and ſtreight my heart kindle to 
dance. 

cc While Cupid wings an arrow from his 
* bow, 

And lays me captive at her feet ſo low ; 

Then ftreight my Muſe keeps buzzing 
in my brain, | 

* You oft have ſung her charms—but ſing 
85 again, TOW. PR 

2 Tell 
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46 Tell her ſhe's fairer than the blooming 
« flow'rs, - + 

c Sweeter than all this poetry of ours, 

<« Softer than velvet, or the rich tobine, 

In ſhort, ſhe looks, ſhe ſpeaks, ſhe moves 
«© a Queen.” | | 


How do you like it, Madam ?—0 


raviſhing— mellifluence—every thing 


but the laſt line, charming Julia 
It coſt me ſome pains— hit it off 
at laſt, however — This is what we 
Poets call the pathetic, the repetition 
of the — ſhe — has ſomething very 
flowing in it — O Baron, it is ex- 
ceedingly moving — ay, that is what 
J aimed at; nor is it deficient in 
ſome places of the lofty and ſub- 


lime — that line in particular 


« Her 
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« Her eyes, like lightning, dart their pierc- 
6” ing glance,” — | 
| Raiſing TA WELL while he ſpoke— 
Ah! very fine, Sir — quite in the 
Homer ſtile—Yes, I think, that was 
pretty well — Then, in another verſe, 
where I make my Muſe pay you 
a compliment — That was a bright. 
thought; a juſt piece of machinery 
properly introduced — Do you re- 
member it, Madam? — O yes, care- 
leſsly— Repeat it, then, if you pleaſe; 
it will receive double charms from 
your ſweet voice — No, excuſe me, 
Baron; I cannot pretend to do tt 
Juſtice Was there ever ſuch an ori- 
ginal? 1 will lay my life, the next 
whim that ſeizes him will be an 
1Mas 
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imagination that I am in love with 
his reverend perſon—It-is not at all 
improbable, I affure you, ridiculous 
as it may appear—My natural com- 
plaiſance, which induces me to in- f 
dulge him in his foibles — Indeed, 
his oddities ſometimes amuſe me 
But this complaiſance, I ſay, will be 
to a genius of his turn, a ſufficient 
Foundation for a ſuppoſition as pre- 
poſterous as this— 


— 


My dear Coulanges has juſt left 
me; ſhe has been with the Coun- 
teſs all this morning — Her Lady- 
thip begins to repent the little value 
ſhe ſet on her friendſhip, and now 
wiſhes ſhe would once more conſent 
to ire with her, promiſing, for the 
future, 


* 
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future, to be more juſt to her merit. 
She was violently low ſpirited, it 
ſeems — Ah! what cauſe can ſhe 
have to be fo ? — That ought to be 
reſerved for the forſaken Julia 
Would give the world ſhe had 
any perſon in whom ſhe might, with 
ſafety, confide, wiſhes to reveal the 
ſecret that oppreſſes her heart — 
What, cried ſhe, is my wealth and 
grandeur, ſince they cannot pur- 
chaſe me one true friend? Coulanges 
mentioned me, as one who, be- 
ſides being a relation, had always 
profeſſed an eſteem for her — Ah! 
name her not, returned ſhe; Julia 
is the laſt perſon I ſhould think of 
on ſuch an occaſion; nor muſt 1 
no open my mind to you, 1/abella— 
Gy Tou 
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You are in her confidence; you 
cannot be faithful to both — Why 
not, Madam ?—Let us talk no more 


of it, ſaid the Counteſs, I dare not 


truſt you now—I was to blame to 
uſe you as I have done, but you 
are revenged; to loſe you at a time 
like this; a time, when I ſo much 


wanted your aſſiſtance and advice— 
But leave me, J/abella; I know this 


converſation will be repeated to my 


"couſin — What can I collect from 


all this, Leonora—l am in a maze 
Surely the Marquis — But I need 
not puzzle my brain to unriddk 


what is inexplicable — Adieu, our 


— 


fair Marchioneſs ſends for me. 
Tours, 
Jor IA. 


r. 
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LETTER VI. 
To LEONORA. 


Chateau de Gramont. 
E are upon a. viſit! at the 
ſweeteſt place in the world. 
The Marquis de Gramont has an ex- 


quiſitely fine taſte, and has laid out 
his grounds in the moſt elegant man- 


ner] enjoyed this morning (for we 
arrived here laſt night) the moſt en- 
chanting ſolitary ramble yau can 
imagine | 


The ſky was ſmiling and ſerene, _ 
« And all around the fields look'd gay 
Y with plenty, 
* While the refreſhing gales, 
«© Fanning 
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«F anning their oderif*rous wings, diſ- 
* 66 penſe | | 
Native perfumes, 


— 


Amidſt theſe charming rural ſcenes 
I wandered, enjoying my contempla- 
tions, engroſſed by the idea of an 
object that gave new charms to all 
the reſt. But how tranſitory are our 
pleaſures: I had hardly begun to 
taſte the delights of meditation and 
retirement, when the unexpected ap- 
pearance of the Marquis chaced the 
gawdy viſion from' my mind, and 
obliged me to enter into a con- 
verſation far leſs pleaſing than my 
thoughts had been; yet he certainly 
is a moſt ſenſible engaging man— 
pity he has not made a more ſuit- 
able Choice of a Lad y, one whoſe 

refined 
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refined underſtanding might have 
rendered her a fit companion for one 
of his ſentiment and delicacy but 
far otherwiſe is it with the Mar- 
chioneſs; with a perpetual affecta- 
tion of vivacity ſne knows not what 
true gaiety means, has hardly a word 
to ſay, yet boaſts of a continual flow 
of ſpirits, and what a merry crea- 
ture ſhe is—If this conſiſts in a briſk- 
neſs in her motion, then, indeed, I 
allow ſhe is lively enough, for ſhe 
ſcarce fits a moment in a place, and 
when ſhe moves it is with a kind 
of jerk, a ſort of dancing ſtep when 
ſhe walks—Every thing is in motion 
but her tongue—it is well for her; 
perhaps, that is content to lye ſtill 
yet ſhe affects to be a Wit — The 
| N truth 
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truth is, ſhe has good health, a great 
deal of agility, and could cut a caper, 
or run a race, as wittily as any 
woman in France] have ſeen La- 
dies with fewer pretenſions, and thoſe 
of the ſame nature too, honoured 
with that character — Her perſon is 
below the middle ſize, thin to exceſs; 
her face long, meagre, ſallow; her 
behaviour pert, inelegant— After all, 
this woman, ſo unamiable in appear- 
ance, would be eſteemed an excel- 
lent wife by the generality of man- 
kind—Nobody is a greater manager, 
gives genteeler entertainments, keeps 
their ſervants in better order: ſhe 
is always buſy though a woman of 
quality; furniſhes her apartments with 
her own work—To ſum up her cha- 

racter 
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rafter in one word, ſhe is what we 


call a notable woman—one of thoſe 


domeſtic beings with little underſtand- 
ing, no wit, but a great deal of 
ceconomy, and ſpirit enough to ſcold 
her domeſtics—Such a one as is ge- 
nerally choſen by your very prudent 
men, who look on a wife in no 
other light than as a houſekeeeper, 
or upper ſervant, and marry only 
that they may have a perſon with 
whom they may ſafely truſt the ma- 
nagement of their families — What 
a companion is this for the elegant 
Marquis, who has ſo much taſte, ſo 
much underſtanding, and who can. 
reliſh none but the moſt refined plea- 
ſures ?—Ah, what a ſource of uneaſi- 


neſs muſt this refinement be to him— 
Yet, 


1 
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1 Yet, would you believe it poſlible, 
ul this man, endued with ſo many ac- 

| | ; compliſhments, ſo much good ſenſe, is 
—_ an abſolute ſlave to the caprice of his 
IN | wife The Chevalier de Gramont, his 
. youngeſt brother, (not the fineſt Gentle. 

| [ man, as is generally the caſe, ) is a tall, 

| inanimate, handſome fop, ſufficiently 

| conceited—Happy for him that he is 

| ſo—For, could he ſee his own inſig- 
= nificancy, he muſt be wretched ; ſince 

| | 1 nothing is ſo mortifying as to be out 

| | of conceit with one's ſelf—The reaſon 

1 5 


why fools are ſeldom ſo, is, that 


not having ſenſe enough to. diſcover 
it in others, in reality, not knowing 


— > 1 — =_ 
2 0 


| what good ſenſe is, they cannot diſ- 
= tinguiſh the difference between thoſe 
who have, and thoſe who have it 

0 
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not, W nd therefore, 
as wiſe as their neighbours— Self. love 
even turns the balance in their own 
favour, and they think no body fo 
clever as themſelves—Happier in their 
ignorance than thoſe whoſe ſuperior 
underſtandings form a juſter judg- 
ment; ſince, if they ſee their own 
excellencies, they are likewiſe ſenſible 
of their defects Sufficiently apprized 
of the Counteſs's large fortune, he 
ogles, by turns, her and the fair 
Marchioneſs ; guarded, by that means, 
againſt a diſappointment—If repulſed 
by the firſt, the latter is ſtill (to 
ſpeak in the military ſtile) a corps de- 
reſerve—He receives from the bloom- 
ing Marchioneſs the greateſt encou- 


ragement, accuſtomed to be pleaſed 
with 


# 
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with every one who is properly ſen- 
ſible of her charms — She pays him 
a diſtinction in common with all her 
admirers— Not ſo, my fair couſin; 
though, like the reſt of her ſex, no 
enemy to flattery — yet ſome- ſecret 
| uneaſineſs, of which I cannot divine 
, | 1 the cauſe, makes her, at preſent, but 
| little inclined to give ear to his im- 
pertinence — She is viſibly diſquieted; 
but, as I never had the honour to 
be her confidant, ſo I ſhall give my- 
ſelf but little trouble to obtain that 
Privilege Adieu, Leonora, I tire you 
with a thouſand trifles Excuſe me 
Adieu Once more 


Tours, 
JV IIA. 


LE T- 
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LETTER VI. 


To LEO NORA. 


\O OD Heavens! my dear friend, 
how I am agitated ! — A letter 
was brought me —1 knew not 

the hand, yet my fluttering heart told 
me I ſhould not read it with indif- 

ference — Ah no, Leonora, how was 
it poſſible I ſhould? — It came from 
the Marquis — He writes to me, my 
friend—The dear Sevigne avows his 
love he is jealous — Read it, my 
dear, and join with me in condemn- 
| ing his injuſtice, 


! 


Vor. I. E 


FT STEEL 


« Dots the lovely Julia yet deign 
te to honour with a place in her me- 
% mory that S#vigne, who was once 
e permitted the envied felicity of be- 
ce ing called her friend — but who 
t preſumptuouſly aſpired —Yes, Ma- 
e dam, my heart, not fatisfied even 
“ with that diſtinction, aſpired to a 
2 yet more exalted happineſs Could 
I behold your charms, and confine 
ce its feelings to the cold ſentiments 
« of friendſhip? — No, my breaſt has 
e ever glowed with a more animating 
© flame. My eyes muſt long ago 
have revealed a ſecret, which my 
<« timidity will hardly now permit 
| « me 
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© me to avow. And why ſhould 
e, fince I can no longer hope 
« for that return which alone muſt 
« conſtitute the happineſs of my 
ce life—The envied, the favoured de 
Rochefort, engroſſes that felicity I 
e would die to purchaſe—I am well 
« informed of the diſtinction with 
* which. he is honoured—Yes, Ma- 
% dam, though at a diſtance, I am 
no ſtranger to thoſe bliſsful hours 
ce he enjoys with you at Grignon 
<« Coftle—Thoſe ſwiftly flying hours, 
e jn which he too ſucceſsfully pleads 
< his paſſion, and obtains your ſmil- 
< ing approbation—But forgive me; 
„ have no right to complain— 
«© The importunities of my friends 
«© The commands of my father at 
E 2 laſt 
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ie laſt prevailed on me to viſit the 
“ Counteſs—Burt, ſpite of her charms, 
J ſaw her with indifference—You 
alone, Madam, your beauty, your 
«© amiable perfections, could teach my 
cc heart to love Not all the obſta- 
& cles that preſented themſelves were 
“ able to diſcourage. my growing paſ- 
« flon—Engaged to the Duke, I 
& the leſs feared him as a rival 
& Since not your's, but your fa- 
cc ther's choice authorized his addreſ- 
< ſes. It was not, indeed, likely he 
c ſhould ever be prevailed on to re- 
© cede from his engagement, his pro- 
«© miſe ſo ſolemnly made to that 
<< Nobleman — But ſince your heart 
ce oppoſed the alliance, was there not 
6 ſome room for me to hope ?— 
My 
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% My ſituation is equally embarraſ- 
« ſing — but powerful Love liſtens 
not to the cold and prudent dic- 
« tates of Reaſon. It would urge 
« me to undertake impoſſibilities — 
« I wrote ſome time ago to the 
> Counteſs, unable to ſupport your 
« abſence. I aſked her permiſſion 
to attend her at the Marchioneſs's ; 
« from what motive I know not, 
« but ſhe refuſed my requeſt—T wrote 
„ again, and, with all the delicacy 
ſuch à confeſſion would admit of, 
declared myſelf incapable to do 
« juſtice to her charms— Though I 
© never made any particular avowal 
of a paſſion for her, yet, knowing 
e the intention of my father, ſhe 
« might have fome reaſon to expect 
= 8 
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I ſhould—It was neceſſary to un- 
&« deceive her — Greatly. as ſhe may 
be offended at my ſincerity, ſhe 
&« would yet have had more reaſon 
& to reproach me, had I dared to 
« trifle in an affair like this, when, 
t imagining me her Lover, ſhe might 
* have honoured me with a parti- 
< ality to which it is not in my 
<< power to make a ſuitable return— 
6 ] have endeavoured to act as be- 
comes a man of honour—Let my 
„ heart acquit me, and I am fatis- 
« fied —— At preſent I doubt not ſhe 
de will, without reluctance, part with 
de one who, if an admirer, ſo coolly 
« ſupported that character, and whoſe 
« place may eaſily be ſupplied by 
La worthier — My father is 
"my in- 


% 
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te jncenſed at my conduct, though 
„ he knows not that my affections 
have taken the liberty to diſpoſe 
of themſelves ' without his permiſ- 
ce ſion — Yes, lovely Julia, tis you 
alone can render me happy — But, 
„ah! dare I flatter myſelf ?— This 
« rival, this laſt worſt bar to my 
e deſired felicity—Pardon me; I will 
« check my pen, leſt I offend you 
% Deign to honour me with a few 
* lines requeſt the favour on my 
knees — Tell me, muſt I deſpair, 
or dare I hope — Permit me to 
© come to Grignon—lI can no longer 
« ſupport your tedious abſence Let 
eme in perſon affure you, that, in 
«ſpite of every obſtacle, I can never 
© ceaſe to adore you 


«© SEVIGNE.” 


/ 


V 
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Ah, Leonora, let me, without ex- 


amining the conſequence, indulge the 
delightful — the unſpeakable pleafure 
of this tender aſſurance; that I am 


beloved — beloved by the Marquis — 


that all my fears are groundleſs — 


Ah, the unjuſt accuſer !—Are not his 
equally ſo ? — But I muſt remove 
them —Does his happineſs depend on 
me?—Alas! would it did, how ſe- 
cure would it then be—I do not aſk 


myſelf, If I ought to write to him, 
Alf it is prudent—If it is not con- 


trary to my duty—He requeſts. it 
He is uneaſy—Let me, then, haſten 
to remove his uneaſineſs to remove 
his cauſeleſs ſuſpicion — Yet let me 


conſider one moment — My reaſon 
will oppoſe the dictates of my heart 


—Why 
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Why thoutd I encourage a paſs 
fon I ſhall neuer be permitted ta 
reward My inexorable father, faith- 
ful to an engagement, which his 
honour ferbids' him to violate, ob- 
ſtinately determined to leave me no 
choice — but a hated marriage, or 
to be for ever immured within the 
joyleſs walls of a cloyſter — Would 
my Sbvigne — which yet his friends 
will never permit him to do, accept 
my hand, without a fortune; even 
then, my father, inflexible and te- 
nacious of his word, would till re- 
fuſe his conſent — And can I — No, 
TL eonora - I ſhudder at the bare idea 
of ſuch a breach of duty —I wilt 
never —(Heaven would puniſh me, 
were I guilty of a fault like that) 

E 5 df 
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diſpoſe of my hand contrary to his 
approbation— What then remains? 
Ah, my friend, the Marquis believes 
he has a favoured rival — He is un- 
happy — He intreats me to write — 
Yes, I muſt write to him —let the 
conſequence be what it will. 


Adieu, 
Jura: 


LE T3 
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LE T TE N var 
To LEON ORA. 


Have wrote to the Marquis — 1 
L will not ſend you a copy of my 
letter—T am not half pleaſed with 
it— My heart would dictate to my 
pen, in ſpite of the reſerve I endea- 

voured to afſume—Incapable of diſ- 
guiſing my ſentiments — I know 
none of my ſex's artifice — Yet 1 
believe, I did not ſay too much — 
I miſtake my thoughts for my let- 
ter — Thoſe are, indeed, ſufficiently 
tender—Irt is gone—Let us talk no 
more of it 


E 6 _ iy 


T 
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through all the ſoft evolutions of the 
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My couſin's low ſpirits are no 
longer a myſtery— They are pretty 


well recovered, however, or ſhe has 


the art to diſſemble her chagrine; 
perhaps, our new-come gueſts have 
found a method to conſole her— the 
Chevalier de Roſelle is remarkably 
handſome — Has ever met with a 
gracious reception from the Ladies— 
His eyes are well diſciplined, and go 


timid —the aſſured — the languiſh- 
ing lover, with the greateſt expert- 
neſs —Nor is his tongue leſs elo- 


3 quent in its allotted province — He 


has all the language of love by rote; 
and repeats, with great facility, the 
ſentiments of a paſſion, to which his 
heart ever has, and ever will be, 
| a ſtran- 


a ſtranger—After all, I believe your 
weak people acquit themſelves beſt 
in this; it conſiſts, in general, of a 
good deal of ſoft nonſenſe ; this is 
natural to them; they act in cha- 
racter — But the man of ſenſe, ob- 
liged to lay aſide his wiſdom, while 
he pleads the cauſe of Cupid, to 
aſſume a character not his own — 
no wonder it ſſts leſs gracefully— 
and gives him an embarraſſed air of 
cConſtraint — Nobody trifles more a- 
greeably than the gay Roſelle ; but 
the misfortune is, he can do nothing 
but trifle — His ſiſter is here — tall, 
aukward, with a tolerable face; a 
moderate underſtanding, but is an 
excellent mimic, without being ſen- 
ſible of that gift; neglecting the 
FEES pecu- 


* 
r 


86 The Hiſtory Jr IA. 


peculiar character that Nature allotted 
her, ſhe, Proteus like, is perpetually 
aſſuming, by turns, thoſe of all her 


acquaintance — Like a bad mirror, 
ſhe reflects an indifferent likeneſs, 
a ſort of caricature of all who are 
near her— Now gay, now grave — 
yet, upon the whole, neither one 
thing, nor other—The Marquis de 
Gramont gives a ball to-night—We 


are to be there — The Count de 


Rochefort has engaged me for his 
partner on the occaſion — Dreſs de- 
mands my preſence at the toilet — 
And ſee, my old Beaux comes op- 
portunely to give me his opinion 
in that important article — My ftars, 
what has he been doing to himſelf !— 


A wig, ** Reed Fopington's, that 


ſhews 


ſhews nothing but the tip of his 
noſe — A ſhort coat of French ſilk, 
ſufficiently buckramed — A bouquet 
of artificial flowers ſtuck i in his but- 
ton-hole — Did ever mortal ſee fo 
groteſque a figure ? —I muſt, he 
fays, ſmile my approbation of his new 
ſuit— I will do more, Baron, I will 
laugh it—But adieu, my dear, I re- 
luctantly take my leave. 


W457 


* „ 


2 
3 


1. ET T ER IX. 
To Lz0x0Þ 4. , = 


Have this morning been greatly 

entertained with a diſpute between 
the Chevaliers de Roſelle and Grignon. 
It was really diverting to ſee with 
what a ſupercilious air they eyed 
each other, as if conſcious of à ſu- 
periority, though were they weighed 
in an equal balance, neither of them 
| would turn the ſcale; ſo much alike 
in their underſtandings, their taſte, 
their merit — The Marchioneſs, the 
fair, the lovely Marchioneſs oc- 
caſioned their difference, and en- 
joyed, with no little ſatisfaction, 
the triumph of ber charms — The 
. Count 
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Count intreats the favour of my 
company — What can he want? —1 
wiſh he may not be going to de- 
clare himſelf my lover; his eyes 
have already told me ſo a thouſand 
times, but if he ſpeaks more plain 
J ſhall have no patience, I ſhall not 
be commonly civil — Was not the 
Marquis jealous on his account? 
Ah, I cannot bear the thoughts he 
ſhould entertain a paſſion for me : 
What diſpleaſes the dear, the ami- 
able Sivient, miſt ever produce in 
me the ſame effect — Perhaps I am 
alarmed without a cauſe. The Count 
is intitled to my eſteem z; there is 
but one way in which he can for- 
feit it—Let him talk to me on any 


ſubject but one, and I will liſten 


to 
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to him with pleaſure — Let him, 
however, be aware of that one, or 
we are no longer friends — He ex- 
pets me — 1 ought not to make 
him wait; he is intitled to my 
complaiſance—Yes, my dear, I muſt 
attend him—You ſee how I am in- 
terrupted; perpetually teazed by ſome- 
body or other — The Count is the 
beſt of them, however — The moſt 
ſenſible and agreeable—But he waits, 


Adieu, ; 


TuL1a, 
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LETTER ©. 
To LEONORA. 


H, Leonora, the Marquis has 
been here—He is gone - Good 
Heavens, what will become of me? 
He believes me falſe — O this vile 
Count — How ſhall I tell you what 
has happened ?—Why did I indulge 
him? My preſaging heart warned 
me not to go—I ſhall never be able 
to undeceive him — He believes me 
falſe, Leonora — Such convincing ap- 
pearances—But I will try—I accom- 
panied the Count into the garden, 
we walked for ſome time, talking 
on indifferent ſubjects, till, a little 
weary * 
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weary with my ramble, we fat down 

in a pleaſant bower, at the end of 

a long gravel walk which leads to 
the houſe—I was hardly ſeated, when 

* the odious man (I muſt call him 
ſo) ſuddenly caſt himſelf at my feet, 
and began talking; heaven knows 
what he ſaid, I heard not a word 
I remonſtrated, I intreated him to 
riſe—Tried to diſengage myſelf, (for 
he had the preſumption to take my 
hand ;) he would not quit it—1 was 
in violent agitation, when, at that 
fatal moment, chancing to caſt my 
eyes towards the houſe — ] ſaw the 
Marquis — Ves, Leonora, it was he, 
it was himſelf; he was not far dif- 
tant from us, but on ſeeing that 1 
obſerved him, he haſtily turned a- 
way 
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way — I ſcreamed — I puſhed the 
Count from me, and ſprung out of 
the bower—I was even ſo indiſcreet 
(unable to govern my emotions) 
as to call upon the name of my 
lover—But he heard me not—He 
would not hear me, but was out of 
ſight in a moment—Ready to faint, 
I had hardly ſtrength to reach the 
houſe—I hoped 'to have found him 
there, I was impatient to undeceive 
him, to vindicate my conduct—But 
I ſought for him in vain—I en- 
quired of the domeſtics, no body 
had ſeen him—Ah, Leonora, he is 
gone! — He believes me falſe; -I 1 
ſhall never ſee him more—Good 
heavens, can I bear that cruel re- 
flection?—1 will write to him—Ah, 
11. | muſt 
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muſt I, my friend? —Can I con- 
deſcend ? Yes, any thing rather than 
he ſhould believe me unworthy of 
his love — The Count, as well he 
may, is aſtoniſhed at my behaviour-_ 
to him—He ſaw the Marquis, but 
knew not who he was—Nay, from 
the ſlight glimpſe he had, I doubt 
not, he miſtook him for one of our 
gueſts; what then muſt he think of 
me:? He muſt certainly imagine I 
had never before received a decla- 
ration of love, and was aſhamed to 
find there was a witneſs to a ſcene, 
that, whatever he may think, is 
ſufficiently ridiculous. Ah, let him 
make his own conjecture, that is the 
leaſt of my concern—The Marquis, 


the amiable Sevignt, believes me diſ- 
ſembling 


The Hifory of Ju r 14. 93 


ſembling and inconſtant—Ah, let me 
haſten to undeceive him. 


Adieu, 


Jur IA. 
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20 LEO NORA. 
| E vouchſafes 1. to anſwer 
my letter die with confu- 


ſion at my condeſcenſion—Ought he 
to have formed ſo raſh a judgment 


from appearance? — Why did he not 


ſeek to be either convinced, or elſe 
to be made ſenſible of his error ?— 
What an opinion muſt he have of 


me after my letter? — Ah, I bluſh 


to think I ever wrote to the in- 
orate, if he believes me that co- 
quet! And what elſe can he eſteem 
me, but one of the moſt artful of 
that character, while I take ſuch 

5 * | pains 
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pains to - deceive? — Ah, can the 
Marquis entertain ſo injurious an 
idea of me; of her whom he once 
judged worthy of his love! — On 


what then was this love founded ?— _ 


Alas, on qualities which he now 
believes I no longer - poſſeſs, and 
therefore he no longer loves Pity 
me, Leonora; I never till now was 
completely wretched, yet obliged to 


conceal my wretchedneſs—O the dif- 


agreeable reſtraint of being under a 
neceſſity to aſſume an air of eaſe, 
when the mind is ſo diſquieted !— 
To live continually in a croud, to 
be teazed with their impertinence. 


Your dear letters, and the company of ; 
the amiable //abella, are my only con- 


ſolations—This coxcomb—this empty, 
VoI. I. F ſhewy 


* 
$7 


98 The Hifory of Julia. 


ſhewy fop, has taken it into his 
bead, to add to the liſt of my tor- 
mentors: my patience is quite ex- 
hauſted The Count has been re- 
markably grave and thoughtful ever 
fince our laſt ridiculous rte d tfte— 
But he keeps his grief to himſelf, 
and is ſilent, as he ought to be; 
would they were all ſo—This teaz- 
ing Roſelle follows me perpetually— 
He talks, he flatters, he will not be 
repulſed — What ſhall I do to get 
rid of him ?—Would the time were 
come, when he is to begin his in- 
tended journey. In a few days he 
talks of going to Rome, but the 
day has often been fixed, and he 
has as 'often changed his mind— 


Trifling fop He pretends this irre- 


ſolution 
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ſolution is on my account; if he 
wiſhes to oblige me, why does he 
not go, that is the only method he 
can take—But he ſtays,” he torments 
me — Ah, he will never give me the 
pleaſure of wiſhing him a good 
journey It is the only compliment 
I deſire to pay him Behold another 
of my plagues, the Baron — He is 
here—The Count is reading ſome 


beautiful Paſtorals — Every body is 


in raptures with them I muft make 
one of his auditors; they are all aſ- 
ſembled in the ſummer- houſe - Only 
my company is wanting He came 
on purpoſe to fetch me; no pleaſure 
is complete to him without 1 am a 
ſharer in it—I am much obliged to 
you, Baron, but you fee I am en- 

1 gaged, 
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gaged, and muſt poſitively finiſh my 
Epiſtle—Excuſe me, Madam, I can- 
not poſſibly return without you; there 
is ſuch a ſtriking reſemblance be- 
tween ſome of theſe Poems and 
mine, I beg you will hear them, 
and I doubt not you will make the 
ſame remark — No, Sir, you have 
ſaved me that trouble, I will take 
your word can rely on your judg- 
.ment—Ah, there is no getting rid 
of him, he will not leave me; he 
talks; I know not what I write—he 
has broke a ſtring of my lute. Come, 
Baron, I muſt go with you, to keep 
you out of miſchief —Nay, no apo- 
logies—The Count will remedy your 
fault; you muſt get him to tune it; 


you. will not hear your favourite 
ou 


* 
4 
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ſong to-night for this — Adieu, my 
dear, the obliging ſoul is ſo ſorry 
for what he has done, that I can- 
not find in my heart to chide him— 
I muſt attend him, his ſervant. is: 
ordered to follow us with the in- 
ſtrument Y 5 


Tours, 
Jour 
F 3 
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Ley Tc. 
To LEONOR A. 


EAVENS!—Not receive 
my letter — What does he 
mean? — My thoughts are all per- 
plexity—Ah, how truly miſerable has 
his made me: but read it, my dear, 
I am incapable of writing — Judge 
if I have not reaſon — He bids me 
an eternal adieu—Alas, he no longer 
loves me, then—How could he pre- 
vail on himſelf to pronounce that 
eruel word 


1 . 


\ 


LETTER 


key HA LF W for hs: God 
* ſcene to which my eyes were wit- 


* nels, by your not deigning to 


„ anſwer my letter, I yet fondly en- 


<« deavoured to deceive myſelf, nor 
would give credit to the reports 
* I heard Determined to free my- 
« ſelf from a painful ſuſpenſe, 1 
% came privately to Grigzen, fince 


* not permitted to make the - ear- 


e neſtly requeſted viſit — That my 


« ſaſpicions might there be confirm- 


«ed, or thoſe anxious doubts re- 
e moved that were grown inſup- 
portable — I came — Ah, Madam, 
oy 0 not wait long — Too ſoon 

. were 
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« were thoſe doubts exchanged for 
« cruel certainty, and all my flatter- 
<« ring hopes deſtroyed — But I do 
* not complain; I have no right 
«even to that trifling conſolation. 
The feelings of our hearts are in- 
<« voluntary — It is my misfortune, 
* that you cannot love me— But a 
« misfortune, for which I ought not 
«'to reproach you — Yet, why did 
you once ?—Alas, I deceived my- 
"« ſelf The deluſion was too pleaſ- 
„ing; I durſt not examine into its 
“reality, while you ſweetly ſmiled— 
While you heard me with ſeem- 
ing pleaſure, while you allowed 
* me the title of your friend, I 
thought — But I was preſumptu- 
* ous—Ah, that preſumption is ſuf- 

« ficiently 


« ficiently puniſhed—Yet, pity me, 

- Madam—You know not what it 
« is to love, and to deſpair as T 
« do — Heaven forbid you ever 
« ſhould—No, may you be happy 
« ever, though my envied rival is a ; 
« ſharer in it. For ſince. he is ho- 
« noured with your partiality, I am 
e convinced he muſt have merit 
«© ] write to you, Madam, for the 
« laſt time—No more ſhall the una, 
« fortunate S&vignt preſume to diſturb, 
« for a moment, thoſe agreeable ideas, 
* by his deſpiſed letters, if you 
4 deign to read them — May every 
4 felicity attend you, is the fervent 
« wiſh of him, who now bids you 
an eternal adieu— 

„ DE SEVICNE.” 


1 An 
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An eternal Adieu — Ah, Leonora, 
can I bear that? No—lI muſt write; 
yet to what purpoſe ? fince it is 
plain my letters are intercepted —- 
Who can I ſuſpect of this trea- 
chery ? — Unfortunate that I am, 
what method can I take to unde- 
ceive him? to convince: the — 
the too raſhly judging Sc vig | 
1 am yet no. leſs than ever . 
ef his love; of that love, without 
which I muſt for ever be wretched— 
My letters could not miſcarry What 
am I to think of his net receiving 
them? — The Counteſs ? — But ſhe 
does not ſuſpect his paſſion for me, 
nor can J believe her capable of ſuch 
baſeneſs. Yet I certainly have ſome 

. ſecret 
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ſecret cruel enemy — The Count ?— 


No, . he has too. much honour — 


Who then can it be ?—The Duke ?— 

Ah, my thoughts are all 8 
ſion — What will become of me? 
I cannot live if he abandons me 
Would to beaven I might return to 
Paris — But that conſolation is de- 
nied me—And why, indeed, ſhould 


I with it, ſince I ſhould there be i 


tormented with the preſence of my 


Ah, let me not call him lover — | 


But when we are unhappy, we vainly 


imagine we ſhould be leſs ſo in any 


place than where we are — Alas, 


«Tis not the change of place content - 
e ment brings, 3 
9 Fron our own mind the ſatisfaction 
« ſprings.” 


F 6 Never 


- 
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Never mind was fo little qualified 
to adminiſter that as mine at pre- 
ſent — Ah, will it ever be other- 
wiſe ? — No, Leonora, if the Mar- 
quis forſakes me, if his unjuſt ſuſ- 
picions are not timely removed, my 
torments will end but with my life— 
How much do I ſtand in need of 
the conſolation, the truly ſenſible ad- 
vice of my Coulanges—But ſhe is not 
here — Why did ſhe make a viſit at 
a time ſo unſeaſonable for her friend? 
Adieu, I am going to be peſtered 
with impertinence ; thank heaven he 
begins his journey for Rome to-mor- 
row. | 


, Jur IA. 


L E T- 
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IETER MW 
From ISABELLA % LEOWOR As © 


LAS, Madam, I am going 
| ſeverely to afflict you - Never 
was there ſo unexpected, ſo unac- 
countable an event; but I know the 
charming Julia too well to join with 
her aſperſers — No, Madam, I am 
convinced ſome baſe treachery has 
been practiſed againſt her dare 
hardly venture even to hint it to 
you But I muſt own, I half ſuf 
pect the Counteſs — She is cunning, 
artful, and diſſembling — It was but 
too viſible, ſhe greatly envied the 
beauty, the ſuperior graces of your 
N lovely 


* 
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weoly friend am inclinable to be- 
lieve ſhe has, by ſome, means, been 
made acquainted with the Marquis's 
paſſion—A conqueſt, which ſhe once 
imagined was reſerved for her — A 
conqueſt, © that was not given up 
without the moſt mortifying regret; 
as I am convinced, he had made no 
ſmall progreſs in her heart, though 
he never took the leaſt pains to gain 
that diſtinction. To whom then can 


we ſo likely attribute the loſs of the 


charming Julia: — Ah, Madam, how 
fincerely am I concerned for what 
has happened —How does the — till 
now unſullied reputation of that 
lovely, that virtuous maid, ſuffer by 
this ſtrange, this ſudden ſeeming, 


_ fight—Bar kt me endeavour. to ſa- 


ur 
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tisfy your curioſity, Dy relating the 
particulars — fatal event. 595 


The Chevalier de Roſelle was to PR 
off on his journey early yeſterday morn- 


ing; he took his leave of the family 


the preceding night — None ſeemed 
leſs to regret his going than your friend, 
to whom his behaviour had, how- 


ever, been ſo particularly aſſiduous, 


that every one gave him to her as a 
lover—You know, Madam—{but no- 
body will believe this now,) how little 
_ encouragement ſhe gave to his paſ- 
ſion Nor was it to be wondered at, 
though a general favourite with the 
Ladies, and one who is ſuppoſed to- 
have made them pay pretty dear for 
that favour — Yet the fair Villiers had 


44 
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lovely friend—I am inclinable to be- 
lieve ſhe has, by ſome. means, been 
made acquainted with the Marquis's 
paſſion—A conqueſt, which ſhe once 
imagined was reſerved for her — A 
conqueſt, © that was not given up 
without the moſt mortifying regret; 
as I am- convinced, he had made no 
ſmall! progreſs in her heart, though 
he never took the leaſt pains to gain 
that diſtinction. To whom then can 


we ſo likely attribute the loſs of the 


charming Julia ?—Ah, Madam, how 
fAincerely am I concerned for what 
has happened—How does the—till 
now unſullied reputation of that 
Jovely, that virtuous maid; ſuffer by 
this ſtrange, this ſudden ſeeming 


tisfy 
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tisfy your curiolity, by rel ating the 
particulars 2 Tama event. 


The Chevalier 3 was to ſet 
off on his journey early yeſterday morn- 


ing; he took his leave of the family 


the preceding night — None ſeemed 
leſs to regret his going than your friend, 
to whom his behaviour had, how- 
ever, been ſo particularly aſſiduous, 
that every one gave him to her as a 
lover—You know, Madam (but no- 
body will believe this now,) how little 
encouragement ſhe gave to his paſ- 
ſion— Nor was it to be wondered at, 
though a general favourite with the 
Ladies, and one who is ſuppoſed to 
have made them pay pretty dear for 
that favour — Yet the fair Villiers had 
| too 


_-.  Hcar—Fhe Chevalier, if we may be- 
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juſt a taſte — Was too 'great a 
judge of true merit, even though her 
affections had been diſengaged, which 
we are ſenſible they were not, to feel 
any partiality for a man ſo little in- 
titled to her eſteem — But I digreſs 
from my ſubje&t — Let me try to 
reſume it with more connection — 
Early on the morning of his intend- 
ed journey, the domeſtics, who have 
been queſtioned, ſaw the amiable 
Fulia—But, indeed, it has lately been 
her cuſtom to walk before breakfaſt, 
almoſt the only time ſhe is at liberty 
to enjoy her thoughts without inter- 

ruption— Would to heaven fhe had 
denied herſelf, for that morning at 
kaſt, a pleaſure that has coſt her ſo 


R 


lie ve 
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live the ſervants, was ſeen to go 


with her into the Park— Ah, Madam, 


- 


ſhe has never ſince made her ap- 


pearance — But, after all, I cannot 


ſuſpe&t Roſelle of a plot—He has no 


head for ſtratagem ; nor a heart that 


would prompt him to undertake an 


affair of this nature — A man of 
gallantry, as be is called, but not a 
man capable 0. any violent paſſion, 
ſuch as that mui. be, to put him 
upon running away with a Lady — 


No, I am convinced, he has' neither 


courage nor contrivance for an adven- 
ture like this—It is true, he affected 
a partiality for her Affected, I fay, 
for, lovely as ſhe is, he paid her 
only an unmeaning homage, in com- 
mon with every fine woman he 


— 


meets 
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meets wich; and to imagine ſhe 


would voluntarily go off with him, 
would be à ſuppoſition ſo unjuſt, 
fo unworthy of her, that I cannot, 
for a moment, entertain it — No, 
this is alone reſerved for the cen- 
ſorious, for thoſe who are leſs ſen- 
fible of her merit; thoſe who take 
a eruel pleaſure in detraction. Alas, 
there are too many of that turn 
Appearances are, indeed, againſt her; 
but I am convinced heaven will 
at length bring to light the authors | 
of this villainy, and manifeſt that 
Innocence which is now ſo much ex- 
poſed to the tongue of ſlander, and 
once more teſtore her that unſullied 
reputation, over which this adventure 
has caſt fo * a cloud — I am 

weary 
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weary with my fruitleſs. attempts 
to unraval this myſtery, and yet 
my thoughts are continually forming 
new conjectures — Is it poſſible, do 
you think, that the Marquis—ſtung 
by jealouſy and diſappointed love? 
Ah, no, it is not poſſible ! that 
young Nobleman has too much ho- 
nour, too much generoſty, nay, I 
may add, too much love; for though 
an ungovernable paſſion, which is 
often honoured with that name, 
might excite. to ſuch an action; yet 
a pure, a genuine love, ſuch as his 
has ever been, would ſubmit to all 
the torments of deſpair, rather than 
gratify itſelf at the expence of the 
peace, the fame, of the beloved ob- 

7 | | _ doubts 
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doubts and perplexities The Coun- 
teſs affects great ſorrow on the occa- 
fion, pretends to defend the reputa- 
tion of her couſin ; that ſhe is gone 
with the Chevalier, is, ſhe ſays, paſt 
a doubt, but then we ought to 
know her motives and deſign before 
we condemn her—Averſe to marry 
the Duke de Montpenfier, and con- 
vinced her father wonld never give 
his confent to any other offer, 
might ſhe not then, actuated by a 
violent paſſion, and ſeeing no pro- 
bability of gaining the Baron's ſanc- 
tion to her union, have been pre- 
vailed on, by the irre ſiſtible impor- 
tunities of a favoured Lover, to 
take a ſtep, imprudent enough, it 
muſt be owned — But who regards 
«i — 5 E pru- 
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prudence in love affairs? adds ſhe— 
For her part, ſhe knew how to 
pity the frailties of human nature, 
and is perſuaded that time will clear 
her fame, and the adventure end 
at laſt in nothing worſe than a clan- 
deſtine marriage — So ſpeaks the (I 
fear diſſembling) Counteſs. Not ſo 
the Marchioneſs her aunt — The 
natural moroſeneſs of that Lady 
now diſplays itſelf in the moſt ſtrik- 
ing colours—She rails, ſhe exclaims 
againſt the vanities of youth, the 
heinous crime of diſobedience to 
rents, the levity, the coquetry of 
one, whoſe amiable good qualities 
have hitherto juſtly exempted her 
from ſuch injurious refleftions—She 
has wrote to the Baron, and, I doubt 
not, 
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not, has ſet off this dreadful event 
with every aggravation her rigid diſ- 
poſition is capable of giving it — 
Ah, how much is your lovely friend 
to be pitied— Thus expoſed to cen- 
ſure, with appearances ſo much a- 
deavour to believe her leſs faulty, 
dare not openly eſpouſe her cauſe— 
The Count de Rochefort's melancholy 
and dejection alone ſpeaks the ſor- 
row that preys upon his heart ; 
amidſt the various conjectures that 
are made, he alone is ſilent; ſince 
| he cannot clear her innocence, he at 
leaſt forbears to add to the number 
of her cenſurers — The Marchioneſs 
de Stanville, without ſentiment, in- 


1 of being affected with any 
thing 
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thing in which her beauty is not 
concerned, views . this affair in no 
other light, but as an event which 
happily delivers her from a too 
charming rival, by whoſe ſuperior 
graces her's were eclipſed—I am ſent 
for; the Counteſs has again prevail- 
ed on me to become her compa- 
nion ; what other refource had I, de- 
prived of my more generous protec- 
treſs -I am defired to attend her 
I ſhall take every opportunity of 
writing to you, Madam ; pray heaven 
my nent may bring you mare agree- 
able news. 


I am, with reſpe&, 
Your moſt obedient ſervant, 
ISABELLA DE COULANGES, 


E K 


120 The Hiſtory of Iv IA. 


LETTER XIV. 
To LzonoRa from ISABELLA. 


HE Baron de Valliere is here— 
1 It is impoſſible to expreſs his 
rage — He uttered the moſt dread- 
Ful imprecations againſt your un- 
happy friend, and has ſworn never 
more to look upon her as his daugh- 
ter — No, ſhe ſhall from henceforth, 
he cried, be for ever an alien to 
my houſe and affection; not all her 
tears nor - penitence ſhall obtain my 
pardon —ſhe has ruined herſelf, and 
caſt an everlaſting ſtain on the ho- 
nour of my family; if ſhe is even 
married to the unworthy companion 
el 08 
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of her. flight, - that ſhall. not render 
my reſentment leſs inflexible. * 


ber take; the conſequenoe of het diſ- 


obedicnce—Obſtinately perverſo and 
undutiful, ſhe refuſed a man, whoſe 
exalted rank and merit rendered him 
far more than worthy of s her 3 298 c 
man, whoſe alliance was an honour | 
to her houſe; |'She had ungratefully 
fruſtrated all his endeavours for her 
_ happineſs. He then flamed out into 
more : violent . expreſſions of rage: 
expreſſions which' I tremble. to recol-" 
lect, much leſs can I repeat them. 
You may judge, from the-know- 
ledge you have of his haughty and 
impetuqus temper, how he would 
bebave on an occaſion, that, ta a 
man leſs ſubject to paſſions than be 
Vo I. I. 8 8 is, 


ſ 
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is; muſt have been too much to bear 
without the greateſt emotions He 
inveighed bitterly againſt his ſiſter, 
for her negligence: She was in her 
cloſet, he ſuppoſed, filling her head 
with enthuſiaſtick chimeras, when ſhe 
would have acted a much more 
Chriſtian part, had ſhe been lauda- 
bly employed in fulfilling her en- 
gagement, taking care of that im- 
portant charge he had fooliſhly en- 
truſted her with — The Marchioneſs | 
with great bitterneſs, laid the blame 
on the imprudent education he had 
given her—What other conſequence 
could be expected from it? If, in- 
ſtead of qualifying his daughter for 
the modern fine Lady, he had taught 

| her, 
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her, like the primitive Chriſtians, to 
deſpiſe" tie pomps and "vanities of 
4 Wicked world, he would not have 
| had this misfortune to lament; but 
= niece was too wiſe to regard 
precepts 'or erample: 3 an exam- 
py that the | defied malice to 5 find | 
the leaſt fault in. Seeing them fo. 
warm, the Counteſs interpoſed, and, 
in her artful manner, ' talked them 
both into ſome degree of calmneſs. 


Her behaviour in this affair has 


gained her univerſal approbation; 
little do they know what an adept 
the is in diſſimulation; but I muſt 
keep my ſuſpicions to myſelf, * tho? 
I am half perſuaded ſhe has had a 
hand in this .horrid adventure. Ah, 
where, all this while, is the lovely 
G 2 Julie 7— 
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Hare, e been ex en — 2 ia p woll it. 
bein 5 9 0 The Mar- 
quis de Sehen Has "been here, but 8 
in private ; he ſent to de Ire T would 
meet him in the Pa * 1 vent 
Klas, Nada, 50 'woilſd ſcarce | 
know again that amiable "nobleman, | 
fo greatly has fis grief Altered him. 
Wirh faulteringg impatzence he deſired 
me t to ent A, With All 1 knew 
In . to the Hight of bis adoted 
That Was Loch done — Bur 1 
a more kite in endexyonting to | 


nd ber injured fame — He fre- 
| _ 3 e quently 


. 
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_ quently interrupted me with excla- 
mations of rage, ſorrow, and love— 
Sometimes he yow'd vengeance againſt 
his rival; then checking his tranſ- 
ports, Ah! cried he, can I hurt the 
object of her affections — No — that 
affection is his ſecurity — Yet, ſhall 
he live, who has thus robbed me of 
my only earthly happineſs! — He- 
vens! Was ſhe worthy of a paſſion 
like mine! No; 1 will tear , her 
image from my heart, whatever 
Rruggſe i it coſts me—Ah, who would | 
cruſt - his happineſs in a woman's 
power ; thoſe ſmiling, deceitful miſ- 
| chiefs! — Did I, for one like her, 
incur the diſpleaſure of my fat 


„ 
— 


For ber deſert a woman ſo. every 
way more worthy ! = Ah, Henrietta, 
you 
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you are revenged — *. had hardly 
_ uttered her name, when the Coun- 
teſs unexpectedly appeared At ſigbt 
of the Marquis, ſhe uttered a loud 
| caught her in his arms, to prevent 
her falling — In a few moments ſhe | 
revived — Ah, Svignc, cried ſhe, x- 
ing her languiſhing eyes on his face, 
why this appearance. of compaſſian 
to her whom you hate! Her whom 
vou have rejected! — Ah, let me 
go, my Lord; let the poor, deſpiſed 
Henrietta, fly. from the preſence of 
him who dared to treat her with 
 fach, indignity—He ſeemed in the 
and continued 6 | 
2 the Counteſs, I have no 
G 4 right 


| 
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right to reproach you; if my too 
alone I ſhould accuſe, for that alone 


deceived me — I acquit you, Mar- 
quis, added ſhe, ſiching Could you 
T my fondly imagining that 
a paſſion which — Ah! what am I 
doing?—T1 die with confuſion—Sup- 
Port me, Tſabells, 1 faint again—She 
reclined ber head on his ſhovlcer, | 
28 if unlenowing what ſhe did ; never 
did the: appear more lovely — Her 
face received double charms from the 
foft, the languiſhing air ſhe had al- 
famed — The Marquis beheld her 
with a degree of tenderneſs He in- 
voluntarily preſſed her to his 'breaft, 
holding one of her fair hands in 


gur B5b)g mi 426. 


his- Ter affected W ßen was of ort 
dufaren, but ffre fergot tb Withdraw 
u The Rene berithe atmazingiy pa- 
cherte Un both ſicles; he fade de- 
hate upolo hee, A fificetity Which 
however, ks Bondy compelled Hir 
to, but which hie altnoſt fepented, 
nner it had inctffect her difpfæafure - 
She figbed, 160ked- tenderly off Rim, 
aſſured hien of her pardon, thanked: x 
him for delivering her from an erfor,. 
that? was, he Blulfirig wre, but 
tho/ plaſing 3: then,” as if retoflecting 
Herſelf, the entedVGured tb Withtdrat 
her hand, but-with A Viſible reloctance, 
her eyes, at the fame titme, Waiting a 
Ylatice chat ſpoke the fofceſt meaning. 
4 : MF to be weak and indif-- 
ed, lie deſired me to Uraw near, that: 
ES. — ſhe⸗ 
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ſhe might lean on my arm, in order to 
return to the houſe — The Marquis 


eagerly offered . his—She made ſore 


faint. reſiſtance, . but he prevailed, 
and in that manner they walked, 1 


following at ſome | diſtance. .T he 


Counteſs ſeemed to talk with great 


earneſtneſs I could not diſtinctly 


hear what was her ſubject But the 
name of Valliere was. frequently re- 


peated—Ah, Madam, this artful wo- 
man will ſtop at nothing .to, carry 


her point One may eaſily gueſs in 


what light ſhe would ſet her cou- 
fan's dreadful . adventure—N 0 doubt, 


greatly to her prejudice—I ſee what 


will be the conſequence of all this 
The Marquis, tender and en, 
to che impreſſions of beauty, 
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not long be able to pickieve' his 
conftancy, for one to whom he be- 
keves himſelf indifferent 3 to one 
(which will be a more effectual re- 
zemedy for his paſſion,) who is, 
in appearance, fo unworthy of his 
love Duty to his father, whoſe fa- 
vour he no doubt wiſhes th. regains 
the affected half fmothered paſſion 
of che Counteſs, her artfüſ blandiſn- 
'ments—Ah, is it in nature be ſhould 
eſcape the ſnare that is ſpread for 
him, or continue inſenſible to charms, 
which a fairer, a more amiable: ob- 
ect could alone have made: him ſo 
-Jong'/- indifferent to! — That object, 
_ -now: removed, now. believed impru- 
dent If not loſt to virtue, will he 
not too eaſily yield to the . 
| G 6 ' nity 


f 


| Entiments the Counteſs entertain 
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airy. of his friends — to gratitude; | 
which, will excite bim to make a ge- 
nerous return to the yilibly tender 


too late for bs — will ſhe 
| be reſtored to us, if deprived of her 
_ Sevigne, if the muſt no longer in- 
dulge a paſſion that is ſa deeply 
| Footed in her heart The Marquis, 
at the preſſing invitation of the old 
Marchioneſs, who would do any 
thing to oblige her favourite niece, 
is to continue here a few days 
longer; in that time—Ah, T dread 
to look forward ! The Count de 
Rochefort has left us, fo has the 
Baron Chateaunexf— They no longer 
| their 


— 


: 


| 
| 
| 
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LETT E R XVI. * 


T0 LRONMORA from ISABELLA. 


HE Marquis left us laſt week, 
but the Counteſs made ſo good 
a uſe of her time, that he left ber 
with viſible regret — She has even 


. wrote to him ſince he went; and has 


received an anſwer, that gives her 
manifeſt pleaſure — It is plain ſhe has 


made a confeſſion of her love, and 


that to a man, generous and grate- 
ful like him, was the beſt method 
in the world to engage him to a 
return of paſſion—1I ſee, Madam — 
Yes, I ſee but too plainly, that a 
marriage will be the conſequence of 

» her 
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her artifice— Ah, did he but know 
how little worthy ſhe i of his 
eſteem — Specious as her behaviour 
is, I know her diſpoſitĩon, and know 
it to be—But he will, too ſoon, be 
undeceived ; and learn, by fatal ex- 
perience, - liow- deficient ſhe is in thoſe 
good qualities, of which ſhe knows fo 
well how to affect the appearance 
the Baron de Valliere has wrote to his 
youngeſt ſon, (the eldeſt being on 
his travels,) who is now with his re- 
giment at , acquainting him 
with his ſiſter's unhappy adventure; 
that fiſter who was his particular 
favourite — Alas! I ſee the moſt 
dreadful conſequences from this im- 
prudent 'ſtep — The young Gentle- 
man has all that courage which ought 
"2 | to 
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tutal ãmpetuoſity, derived from his 
father. Lam convinced, he will never 
reſt till he has obtained honoutable 
ſatisfaction from the Chevalier, if he 
pected from! the army in a f. weeks. 
This letter will, no doubt, haſten his 
return The Counteſs ſends for me 
2 _—_ believe me yours. 


1 BELLA: 


* 

' pad 
- 
* 
* 


, 
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X LAS! my fears were but too 
14 well founded. What will be- 
come of -yuur friend? Thie Mar- 
quis is cbeſet on every ſide; his refo- 
lution is ſtaggered; importuned by 
his friends j hut more foreibiy per- 
ſuaded (by-the daily proofs he receives 
of the Counteſs s growing paſſion, he 
of gratitude and duty; he even pre- 
cipitates the affair, that; het may not 
have leiſure to reflect on what he is 
doing — The lovely Jalia, loſt as 
he imagines her—for ever Joſt to his 
1 hopes, 
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hopes, her reputation blaſted, or elſe 
the wife of another; why ſhould he 
indulge a fruitleſs paſſion ?—Yet am 
I much deceived, if he will find it 
an eaſy taſk to eonquer it; but he 
does not give himſelf time to think, 
or, if he thinks, his preſent reſent- 

ment ſtifles the voice” of Love 
Ah, if the injured innocent ſhould 

return, and be able to manifeſt her 
_ - worthineſs — If he ſhould ever be 

informed, (which I now wiſh he ne- 

ver may,) that ſhe loves him, and 
him alone, with a tenderneſs equal 
to his own; what will become of 
| him? how will he be able to ſup- 
port his remorſe, his too late re- 
The 
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The Counteſs is all extacy; tranſ- 
ported at the proſpect of her ap- 
proaching nuptials, ſne ſends for me 
every moment; ſhe is continually 
repeating the ſame things Her dear 
Seévignus is her perpetual ſubject; he 
is expected here to-morrow, ſo is his 
father — 1 have hardly a moment's 
leiſure for writing ; but I ſnatch eve- 
ry opportunity in obedience to your 
commands — Alas, Madam, 1 muſt 
again repeat, why have I not a more 
agreeable ſubject for my pen ?—The 
amiable, the unfortunate Julia—Ab, 


what is become of her _ * 
4 am yours dener, 
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To LI ONOR A "_ 154 BEL La. 


H E Chevalier de 'Valliere ar- 
rived here "this morning 3 fa- 
tigued as he was with his Journey, 
he yet ſcarce | took time to pay his 
reſpetts to his father, and immedi- 
ately ſer off for Romg. Ah, how N 


- if 


the ſuſpeRted "Roſelle—The Ce 
is in great affliction, her expected 
lover was ſeized with a fever on 
the very day of his propoſed jour- 
ney to Gran; He ie in danger; 
poor Marquis, I do not wonder at 


Ld * | how could you be 
- _ other- 


The: Hipp of JE 1A. 14k 


otherwiſe, with a mind fo agitated 
as yours muſt be, while acting fo 
contrary to the dictates of , your 
heart The Baron, the Marchioneſs, 
in vain endeavour to conſole the 
mourning Henrietta Het paſſions: 
are naturally violent; ſhe-is half wild 
with ſortow, and carries her grief to 
an almoſt ridiculous height Meſ- 
ſenger after meſſenger are conti- 
nually going backwards and forwards, 
to and from Paris, to know hom. 
he is <= The: Counteſs: ſends for me- 35 
pray heaven ſhe may not have re- 

ceived ſome fatal news.] feel myſelf 
greatly: intereſted in the fate of the 
amiable Marquis dieu, Madam, 1 
n hey . 


Ein 


Two 


14 The _ lor. 


9 eclel. 


w my ran] Rs he 
is much recovered, / and his miſtreſs 
3h aa £46 as wild with joy, as ſhe was 
before with grief; he will, if poſſible, 
be here on Tueſday — Ah, pray hea- 
ven ſome new obſtacle may retard 
his coming forgot to tell you, the 
Duke de Montpen/ier is inconſolable 
for the loſs of his tenderly beloved 
Julia, and vows revenge againſt his 
rival; which, I doubt not, he will 
fulfil, if ever in his power, as no- 
body is of a more fiery or impe- 
tuous nature; not accuſtomed to bear 
diſappointments ; of an enterprizing 
ſpirit; and one who would omit no 
means, however hazardous, to ac- 
| compliſh 
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compliſh his deſires ; the paſſion nge 
entertams for the fair Julia, is too 


violent to ſuffer him to act with 
prudence Adieu, Madam, 


I am yours, 


ISA 11145 


— 


— 
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a H, Madam, it is paſt— The 
41. Marquis, the charming de 
Stvigne, can never now be the huſ- 
band of your lovely friend — He, 
this fatal morning, at the altar, gave 
his hand to another—His trembling 
hand—For ah, Madam, I never ſaw 
ſo death-like, ſo inanimate a figure 
as he made—Pale and emaciated with 
his late illneſs, but much more fo 
with that ſecret grief that preys upon 
his heart—He appeared the ſhadow 
; only of the once blooming, amiable 
"IR Sevigut— The Counteſs, on the con- 
| 1 
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trary — The happy. Counteſs, never | 


did ſhe look more lovely ; joy ſpark- 
led in her eyes, and gave them a 
double luſtre—And no ornament was 
omitted chat could add to her charms— 
But what were her fainter charms 
when. compared: to thoſe of the love- 
ly Julia? — The Marquis muſt be 
but too ſenſible of the difference; 
he beheld not in her the ſweet, the 
attractive graces of his Valliere—The 


wedding was rather private; fe- 


preparations were made; things were 
hurried on with ſuch precipitation, 
that there was no time to make 


any; the Marquis deſired no wit- 


neſs: to the ſacrifice he made He 
would have wiſhed to conceal it 
even from himſelf—I am ſure, tho? 
Vol. I. H bh 
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he did not | expreſs 0 much, 2. 
ſpeak | his ſentiments — They were 
but too viſible from his behaviour, 
yet he generouſly ſtrove to conceal 
his emotions Whatever force he put 
on himſelf, nothing could be more 
amiable than his behaviour to his 
bride; gratitude ſupplied the place 
of love—If he was lefs paſſionate 
than her, he had the more merit 
in aſſuming, to oblige her, the ap- 
Pearance of it Nothing but joy and 
feſtivity reigns amongſt the ſelect 
party, preſent on the occaſion The 
ſmiles of the Marquis are alone 
conſtrained — Alas, Madam, is it 
then true, that your amiable friend 
has for ever loſt the only happineſs 


that rendered life worth her care? 
That 
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That nies, that engaging lover, 
who was ſo dear to her—How I 
pity her unfortunate deſtiny ! — The 
Counteſs—(Ah, muſt I call her the 


Marchioneſs de Sioignt!) — wondering 


at my long abſence, has ſent in 


queſt of me. I -muft Join the com- 
pany—Adieu, Madam,” 4 5 


Iam yours, 


ISABELLA. 'S 


TR. - 


148 The Ano Jo 


To LzonORa from ISABELLA. 


Letter arrived this morning 

from the Chevalier de Valliere— 
The Baron no ſooner peruſed it 
than he carried it to his ſiſter, I 
was in her apartment; ſhe hardly 
took time to glance her eyes over 
the contents, before ſhe went in 
ſearch of the Marchioneſs, that ſhe 
might hear her opinion, by which 
her's is ever guided — The letter 
was left with me till her return, 
and I haſtily ſketched out a copy 
of it to ſend you—Ah, read. it, 


Madam Did not 1 judge right of 
1 your 


The Nit of Ju r 14. 149 


your injured Gd J knew ſhe 
could never make a choice ſo un- 
worthy as the Chevalier de Roſelle. 
He knew nothing of her flight, yet 
her motives for chat flight are ſtill 
as much as ever a myſtery — But 
let me not detain your attention 
from the letter. ; 


L R FT Tr 


J was aſſured before I came to 
Rome, from the knowledge I had 
e of my ſiſter's diſpoſition, that ſhe 
* had been unjuſtly calumniated—It 
« is true, her unaccountable flight 
<« gave but too much cauſe for cen- 
% ſure—Yet, by heaven, that man 
66 hall never live to repeat the in- 

H 3 famous 
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cc famous ander, that dares to tra- 
* quce her virtue — No, Julia has 
been imprudent, but ſhe is hot— 
&« would not fall from that — Yes, 
« Sir, her repuration ſhall again ſhine 
« forth with its unſullied purity, 
&« and triumph over the malice of a 
<« cenſorious world. I wilt ſearch 
« the whole earth, but I will find 
« the innocent ſufferer : ſome vile 
s artifice, ſome curſed plot, has 
&« been laid to enſnare her She fly 
« with the Chevalier —No, ſhe dif- 
« dains the thought; ſhe is incapa- 
« ble of an action fo unbecoming 
ce the modeſty of her ſex; you know 
not her purity, Sir, the merit of 
© that lovely maid, whom, perhaps, 
8 ** perſecutions, your impoſing 
on 
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on her a huſband ſhe could not 
« love, has driven from her family, 
«to. ſeek an. aſylum where her 

ie peace would be more ſecure—For- 
* give me, Sir, I cannot govern, the 
natural warmth of my temper; 
* but let that, and my inexpreſſible 
regard for the honour of a ſiſter, 
„ ſo dear to me, plead my excuſe—- 
« if J, for an inſtant, forget that 
reſpect, which, in my cooler mo- 
* ments, I ſhould. never be tempted 
<« to tranſgreſs—T found it no diffi- 
* cult matter to meet with the Che- 
4 valier de Rofelle—He did not ſhun 
% me, as he doubtleſs would, had 
c he been guilty ; but with manifeſt 
< pleaſure welcomed me to Rome— 
J received his compliments with 
x H4 great 


n e 5 ee 
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«© great coolneſs—He ſeemed furpriz- 
«ed; deſired an explanation — A 
<« place was appointed for a more 
« private interview, he was punctual 
© to his engagement; I told him, 
jn few words, the buſineſs I came 


«© upon—He was aſtoniſhed, nor did 


<« his countenance betray the leaſt 


__ * ſymptoms of guilt—With an ap- 


©c pearance of the utmoſt ſincerity, 


he ſolemnly ſwore, that, ſo far 


from carrying off my ſiſter, he 
de had never ſeen her ſince he left 
« Grignen, that he had, indeed, 


greatly admired her while there 


<« but the contempt with which ſhe 
treated him, made him endeavour 


to conquer a paſſion, which pro- 


miſed him nothing but mortifica- 
© tion 
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c tion and repulſcs—Hls profeſſions 
« of innocence did not. avail him. 
0 Incapable of liſtening to reaſon, 
at a time when my reſentment 
4e was ſo predominant, 1 peremptorily 
9 inſiſted on ſatisfaction, 3 he offered 
"= give me all that was in his 
< power, if I would hear him with 
* coolneſs, aſſuring me, he could 
e eafily convince me of the injuſtice 
e of my ſuſpicion — This was no 
e time to argue — I drew, and bid 
<« him defend himſelf z, he remon- 
40 ſtrated— My paſſion increaſed—In 
e ſhort, we fought; my. antagoniſt 
© was- wounded, but not dangerouſ- 
A « ly —T procured | him aſfiſtance, 
« ſtayed with him while his wounds 
66 were dreſſing, then took my leave, 

* aſſuring 
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"Ee afſuring him 1 would not fly, let 
<« whit would be the conſequence of 
our due! He ſent for me again 
< next morning—I went; he again 
aſſured me of his innocence th 
e * regard to my ſiſter; and, 

tha 4 convince me more fully of 1 
& truth of his affertions, added the 
« evidence of a Lady — one of a 
« very different character from my 
<« dear ſiſter whom he had, indeed, 
ce brought from France, and who 
* had, as ſhe herſelf aſſured me, 
C never been a day abſent from him 
* ſince his arrival at Rome. To her 


<« teſtimony I might add that of his 


k « domeſtics ; in ſhort, of all his ac- 
« quaintance; and he makes a too 


£6 conſpicuous figure here not to be 
4: <6 univerſally 
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“ uniyerſally known: From all thoſe 
< (whom, you may believe, I queſ- 
< tioned. with proper caution) 1 re- 
e ceived the ſame account, viz. That 
« the Chevalier was ſo. much ena- 
551 moured of the fair Ninon, who 
accompanied him from France, that 
he almoſt neglected all other La- 
dies for her ſake. To make my- 
« ſelf ſtill more certain, I aſked if 
„they had ſeen this idol of his af. 
1 fections : They were amazed at 
_ * the queſtion. The Chevalier de 
« Roſelle, ſaid they, has not the leaſt 
* tincture of the Spaniſb jealouſy in 
„his compoſition; he is a true 
© Frenchman, and lays no reſtraint 
on his enamoretta; indeed I be- 
<« lieve he would find it no eaſy 
H 6 matter 


* CONT PIE 
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« matter to make her ſubmit to any; 
* nobody is fonder of pleaſure, no- 
* body enjoys it with more free- 


dom How ſtrange, then, is it to 
© aſk if we have ſeen her? If you 


« ſtay any time at Rome, you will 
< not viſit a public place that is not 
<« oraced with her preſence — After 
< the teſtimony of ſo many people, 
« could J any longer doubt the in- 
* nocency of a ſiſter ſo unjuſtly 


e aſperſed? — I acknowledged my 


« fault to the Chevalier, aſked his 
* pardon for my too raſh ſuſpicions, 


% and obtained a promiſe of ſecrecy „ 


« as to the cauſe of our difference, 


< which, I believe, he has honour 


enough to keep — I am now pre- 


A paring for my return to France, 


impatient 
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40 impatient to ſeek the poor wan- 
derer in a place. where I ſhall be 
more likely to ſucceed. GO 


« I am, Sir, 
« Your moſt affectionate ſon; _ 
<« and obedient ſervant, 


« EMILIUS DE VALLIERE,” 


Before I cloſed my letter, I had an 
inclination to know if the Marquis 
had ſeen that from the Chevalier— 
T faw him from my windows alone 
in the garden; I went down to him; 
but juſt as we engaged in conver- 

ſation the Baron joined us; willing, 
as far as lay in his power, to clear 
the reputation of his daughter, he 

preſented 
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preſented. to him the letter, about 
which I was going to make enquiry 
He took it, and with eager impa- 
tience ran over the contents — But, 
good heavens! what were his emo- 
tions! the unfiniſhed letter dropped 
from his trembling hand; it was well 
the Baron left us, and was not wit- 
neſs to his violent agitations—Again 
he endeavoured to make himſelf maſ- 
ter of the contents, he grew pale as 
he proceeded, and, ſtriking his breaſt, 
Ah! exclaimed he, with; a deep ſigh, 
if ſhe is innocent — if my Julia is 
innocent, I am the moſt wretched of | 
_mankind—He added no more, but 
haſtily turned into another walk — 
Wretched, indeed! — Ah, Marquis, 
Jou will too late repent your preci- 

pitate 
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pitate raſhneſs — Adieu, Madam, I 
am ſure you join with me in com- 
paſſionating the misfortunes of our 
lovely friend, 5 

I am yours, 


IsSABELITIA. 


1. E . 
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LETTER. XXI. 


25 Len 4 from ISABELLA. 


HE Counteſs — I cannot pre- 
vail on myſelf to call her the 
Marchioneſs — ever fertile at inven- 

tian, has now formed a new con- 
jecture on the flight of her ami- 
able couſin, The Count de Rochefort 
entertained a violent paſſion for her— 
a paſſion to which ſhe was far from 
being inſenſible — That was artfully 
thrown in as ſhe ſpoke in preſence 
of her Lord—Let her alone for pre- 
ſence of mind — The Count's rela- 

tions, continued ſhe, knew, that if | 


Fre Mademoiſelle Valliere married any 
other 
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other than the Duke — You, Sir— — 
(turning to her uncle,) would never 
forgive ſuch a breach of duty; con- 
ſequently ſne would not only for- 
feit your favour, but her fortune. 
Now, it is not unlikely to ſuppoſe 
they might uſe ſome ſtratagem to 
get her into their power, till the 


Count's paſſion was cooled by ab- 


ſence, or diverted to another object. 
I declare I ſee nothing improbable 
in this conjecture — The old Mar- 
chioneſs, who is ever governed by 
her judgment, immediately ſaw through 
the whole affair; no longer a my- 
ſtery, but clear as day— Nay, ſhe 
could even give an exact account 
how the whole ſcheme had been 


concerted — Yes, every doubt was 


now 
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now removed: her niece's exceſſive, 
penetration had untavelled what, was 
before ſo inexplicable — The Mar- 
quis was ſilent, and appeared loſt 
in thought, while the Baron treated 
as ridiculous chimeras thoſe fine ſup- 
poſitions — Chimeras, indeed ! — Ah, 
Madam, how much do I pity the 
Marquis; he is oppreſſed with a 
deep melancholy, which is but too 
viſible, in fpite of his endeavours 
to conceal it — His Lady and he 
ſet out in two days. for one of his 
country | ſeats — I am to accom- 
pany them-— Adieu, Madam — Be- 
Revo me, with reſpect. 
as... - 


A 


. ISABELLA. 


LET: 
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LETTER xt, 


To Lrexon . 


P your 


Julia, after an age of ſilence -an 


age of impriſonment - I have been 


buried alive, Leonora Why am I not 


literally fo — The Marquis believes 
me unwotthy of his love — Ife is 


not yet undeceived — Ah, this fatal 


abſence! Who knows in what light 


my ſeeming flight may appear to 
him — Doubtleſs my father, to whom 


I make no queſtion I owe my con- 
finement, would, for his own ho- 
nour, give to the world a reaſon 
for his conduct. 1 will not ſup- 


poſe 


" » Dm n 
— D 
— — OO — —— 


ſtory—Ah, Leonora, what is become 
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| poſe he would ſuffer my reputa- 
tion to be injured; that to a pa- 
rent muſt be dear, however little 


his child is ſo — What a world of 


| miſery have I endured; nay, what 


muſt I not yet endure, if my fa- 
ther continues inexorable — But let 
me tell you the particulars: of my 
ſtrange adventure, ſince I laſt—Hea- 
vens! When did I laſt write to 


: you? — What an age is it ſince I 


enjoyed that happineſs —But, to my 


of the Marquis all this time? — 
Another digreſſion — I have ſuch a 


multiplicity of queſtions to aſk, ſo 


much to tell you, that I hardly 


know where to begin — It is now, I 


think —Alas, it will only renew my 
. 5 grief 
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grief to look back Vet I have kept 
an exact account of each tediouſſy 
melancholy day, ſince the fatal morn- 
ing — The mention of that will en- 
able me to go on with more regu- 
larity in my unhappy ſtory — That 
horrid morning — A thouſand years 
ago, when at Grignon—l aroſe very 
early to indulge myſelf in a ſolitary 
ramble; the dear, the ever amiable 
 Sevigne, was the ſubject of my medi- 
tations — The Chevalier de Roſelle 
took a ſecond leave of - me in the 
Park, where he accidentally met me; 
he left me, I continued my excur- 
ſion, and inſenſibly ſtrayed to a 
greater diſtance from the houſe than 
was my uſual. cuſtom — When, be- 
hold a chariot and ſix, two ill- 

looking 


Jooking | &llows; they approached, 
they ſeize me in their arms, force 
me to the carriage, in ſpite of my 
ſtruggling, in ſpite of my cries — 
they placed me in it; one of them 
ſeats himſelf by me — away they drive 

— What a- ſituation !—I intreat him 

to tell me who inſtigated him to this 
villainy—He is ſilent to all my queſ- 
tions I weep, I rave, but nothing 
can move him — Sometimes I think 
it is a contrivance of the Chevalier's 
to get me into his power; alarmed 
at this thought, I redouble my 
ſcreams, my unavailing complaints 
impenetrable as a rock, my odious 
companion — hears my lamentation, 
ſees my tears, but continues un- 
moved — For two days we travel, 
- with 


& ww ch 2 


5 


ment Weary with fruitleſs intreaties, 


with unanſwered queſtions, I am 
filent in my turn—At laſt we arrive 
at the end of my dreadful journey, 
and the carriage ſtopped at the gate 
of a convent, ſituated at ſome little 
diſtance from a. ſmall town, of which 
I had a glympſe in alighting from 
the chaiſe, but cannot tell in what 


part of the world I am — Melan- 


choly as my proſpects are from the 


priſon that is allotted me, I yet am 
comparatively happy, to what I was 
ſome time ago, when I thought 
myſelf in the power of a villain, 

| for 
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with almoſt incredible ſwiftneſs - 
Need Þ tell you, effectual cate was 

taken that I ſhould not eſcape— 
They preſs me to take ſome refreſhu- 


for fuch Roſelle muſt have been, had 
he engaged in an adyenture like that— 


I now believe it the contrivance of 


my father, who, being apprized of 
my love for the Marquis, takes this 
method to confine me, till he ob- 

liges me to marry the Duke; to him 
J likewiſe aſcribe my letters being 
intercepted ; what elſe can I ima- 


gine? —Ah! why have I been fo 


long without hearing from him ?— 
What does he intend to do with his 
unfortunate daughter? —.The Ab- 
beſs — a long ſkeleton-like figure, 
with a winter's face — receives me 
with tolerable politeneſs; I endeavour 


from her to gain ſome explanation 


of an adventure that appeared ſo ex- 
traordinary, but it is in vain ; ſhe 
profits 


40 


profits by the inſtructions that were 
given her — I extract not a ſyllabte 
from her purſed-up lips, but that 


ſhe is ordered to detain me in her 


convent, till I know better how to 


uſe my liberty; his confirms my | 


| ſuſpicions, that I am brought here 


by - the command of my father 
Greatly fatigued with my journey, 
but more with the various emotions 


of my mind, I deſire to be con- 


ducted to my allotted apartment — 


One of the Nuns is ordered to attend 
me tc my dreary cell; there I dif- 


miſs my companion, throw myſelf 


on the bed, and give vent to my 


complaints — Good | heavens, I cry, 


burſting into tears, muſt I, then, 
never more behold the lovely, the 


Voi 1 ever 


- 


170 The Hiſtory of JULta. 


ever lovely S4vignt? — Muſt I be 
| forced into the arms of the man 1 
1 deteſt? — I am almoſt frantic with 
| grief—They inform me ſupper waits; 
| [ . | T excuſe myſelf from going down; 
x they bring ſome refreſhment to my 
1 cell; greatly as J ſtand in need of 
it, I yet cannot eat; I attempt it 
in vain; I deſire them to take away 
the food, and leave me to my re- 


1 poſe. 


— 


Ah, Leonora, what a night did I 
paſs !—If fleep, for a moment, cloſed 


my eyes, my dreams were more 
diſtreſſing than my waking thoughts; 
they continually repreſent to me my 
lover—my Sevigne, reproaching me 
with inconſtancy, accuſing me of be- 


ng 


* 


EE 1 
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ing the author of his miſery — 
Sometimes he appears at the ſacred 
altar, on the point of plighting his 
faith to another, while I ſtand trem- 
bling, fainting, to ſee my hopes for 
ever blaſted. I ſcream, my emotions 
awake me, I find myſelf drowned in 
_ tears—Ah, Leonora, What viſions are 
theſe !—Heaven avert the fatal omen 
The next morning I join the ſober 
ſiſterhood, and am given to under- 
ſtand by the Abbeſs, that, as my 
friends intend I ſhould, after my 
year of probation, take the veil, I 
muſt conform to the rules of the 
convent—My friends intend me to 
take the veil! What, before they know 
whether I ſhould not prefer even 
the dreaded marriage with the Duke, 
5 to 
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to which I have not yet given a 
poſitive denial—But-'it is no matter, 
were it in my choice, melancholy as 
my preſent fituation is, I would much 
rather But ah, Leonora, ſhall I then 
never more behold that charming 
youth, for whom my heart mult 
ever feel the warmeſt affection— 
Alas, his loved idea will mix even 
with my prayers, and ſteal my ado- 
ration from the ſaints I vainly ſeem 
to worſhip—I had not ſpirits to con- 
tend with the Abbeſs, ſo heard in ſilence, 
and obeyed—Heavens, Leonora, what 
a change of life have I experienced! 
Inſtead of being ſurrounded with ad- 
miring lovers, inſtead of enjoying 
the ſprightly fociety of the Beau. 


monde, I ſee nothing around me but 
mementos 
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mementos, of miſery, - withered vir- 
gins, who, with a green and yellow 
melancholy, pine in thought, and 
mourn that liberty to which they 
have bid an eternal adieu—Inſtead: 
of the feſtive: dance, or muſic's de- 
lightful harmony, I faſt and freeze 
at midnight. hours of prayer — The 
image of the charming Marquis 
| haunts me perpetually— Alas, this 
ſolitude, this leiſure for contempla- 
tion, is not likely to weaken my 
paſſion—I think of him continually; 
ah, I think of nothing elſe. For 
above a week I bore my confine- 
ment with tolerable patience, expect- 
ing daily to ſee or hear from my 
father, but at the expiration of that 


my uneaſineſs doubled—I longed to 
I 3 know 
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know the worſt of my fate; ſuſpenſe 
was more painful than the moſt 
dreadful certainty—1 determined to 
write, I did fo, and ſhewed my let- 
ter to the Abbeſs, obliged to con- 
form to the rules of the convent— - 
But alas, I was not permitted to 
ſend it, and ſtrictly prohibited from 
attempting any thing of that kind 
for the future; none of my letters 
would be ſent if I wrote ever ſo 
many—I wept—I expoſtulated—Not 
to my father? cried I'—I muſt—1 
will Who ſhall dare to hinder me? 
I dare, Mademoiſelle, ſaid ſhe, with 
mortifying calmneſs. Theſe frantic 
airs will little avail you; you are 
in my power, delivered up to my 
management, and I ſhall take care 
| to 
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to be faithful to- my truſt—How 
] raved! How I exclaimed againſt 
her cruelty ! But the inflexible crea- 
ture, hardened to all the feelings of 
humanity and compaſſion, was deaf 
to all my woe, and obſtinately per- 
verſe—I racked my brain to find 
out ſome expedient to get my let- 
ters conveyed without her knowledge, 
but the watchful Argus baffled all 
my attempts—Week after week ſtole 
away—Alas, how tediouſly ; and my 
ſituation knew no change ! — Was 
my father then reſolved to drive 
from his memory, that unhappy 
daughter, who yet knew not in 
what ſhe had ſo highly offended ? 
Could my love for one of the moſt ' 


ak Noblemen in the world, 
ES be 
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be deemed ſo great a crime? — Ah, 


yes, my friend! — My heart re- 


proaches me with a breach of 


duty, for which heaven has inflicted 


on me a ſevere puniſhment, I 


ought not— Alas, I own my indiſ- 


cretion ! — I ought not to have en- 


couraged à clandeſtine correſpond- 
ence But will not my father deign 
to ſee to write to me ?—Why will 


he not give me an opportunity to 
acknowledge, to implore his pardon 


for my fault? -A fault, which. too 


powerful love compelled me to com- 
mit What is become of the Duke 
all this while — Does he no longer 
intend to perſecute me with his 


odious addreſſes? — Perhaps, he is 


informed of my Nn for his 
amiable 


) 


\ 
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amiable; rival, and now: thinks me 
unworthy. his purfuit— Ah, would to 
heaven, I were aſſured of this 
That would, indeed, be à conſola- 
tation — What is become of my bro- 
ther, my dear  Emilius? — He once 
loved his unfortunate ſiſter. How 
tender was his friendſhip ? Yer he 
abandons her; like the reſt, he for- 
Sets the poor Julia, that was once 
{o dear to him What an age have 
1 lived in tedious ſuſpenſe ?—Eyery 
day is uſhered in by tears and un- 
availing ſorrow! I ſaw no. advan- 
tage from making a confidant amongſt 
the Nuns— What could they do for 
me? Some of them are. amiable ; 
fortunate love — Secluded for ever 
> from 


, 
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from its joys, they would rather 
experience a conſolation in finding 
one miſerable like themſelves, than 
be ſollicitous to remedy her miſery— 
T had thoughts, however, of apply- 
ing to the father Confefſor; but his 
character diſcouraged me. A rigid 
bigot—Unſociable, unfeeling, ſevere 
in his notions, could I hope for 
this indulgence to the tender weak- 
neſs of love? — Hardened by age, 
and a long courfe of ſelf-denial to 
all the ſoft emotions of that paf- 
ſion, could I expect compaſſion, or 
aſſiſtance, from him, who, dead to 
the joys of life himfelf, makes no 
allowance for the foibles of youth ?— 
In ſhort, my dear Leonora, I was 
almoſt reduced to deſpair, when the 

2 death 
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death of father Benedi# gave us a 
new paſtor—The amiable appearance 
of that truly good man revived my 
hopes] ſeized every opportunity of 
converſing with him He is ſenſible, 
engaging, and pious, without oſten- 
tation. Though he has bid adieu to 
the vanities of life, yet is he not. 
inſenſible that the world has its at- 
tractions, nor too ſeverely cenſures 
thoſe who cannot ſo well reſiſt its 
ſeducing allurements— To him, then, 
after frequent proofs of the good- 
neſs of his heart, I revealed my 
unhappy ſituation Told him, with - 
out reſerve, every event of my life 
He heard, he compaſſionated my 
ſufferings— implored his aſſiſtance, 
informed him of the treatment I had 
„„ HE Rv 
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received from the too rigid Abbelſs.; 
not even permitted to write to my 
father, my friends. I conjured him 
to take the charge of a letter to 
my parent, promiſed to ſhew him 
the contents—He pauſed I renewed 
my ſollicitation. He ſaid he would 
conſider of my requeſt, would oblige me 
as far as was conſiſtent with his duty 
At our next interview, he told me 
he had been converſing with the 
Abbeſs about my affairs; that ſhe 
had given him a very different ac- 
count — but ſhe might be miſin- 
tormed — He was prejudiced in my 
favour — Such an air of ſincerity ac- 
companied every thing I uttered, - 
= he would venture to take-the charge 
of my letter—I muſt, however, fa- 
1 # vour 


The Hiſtory of JULIA. 18 


your him with a ſight of the con- 
tents, as I promiſed ;. there could be 
no crime in Writing | to à parent 
Hardly could I reſtrain myſelf. from 
embracing this amiable Eccleſiaſtic— 
I flew to make uſe of the indulgence 
I had obtained — This letter, too 
I know not what I have ſaid in 
it; but I know that I have wrote 
the ſentiments of my heart, and in 
no part deviated from the truth. I 
| muſt prevail on him to take the 
charge of both — Ah, Leonera, are 
you not impatient to hear from 
me? — Do you not wonder at my 
filence — my very long filence ? — 
Now, my friend, confider my im- 
patience—Tell me you till love me 
Tell me—Ah, if it be poſlible, tell 

| g me 
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me, that the Marquis Good heavens } 
fhould he be inconſtant ! — Should 
he have forgot his once-lov'd Falia !— 
The bare ſuppoſition chills me with 
horror—O, let me never know my 
miſery, if it is fo— Yet, if you do 
not talk to me of him, if you do 
not tell me he ſtills honours me with 
his regard, it will be ſufficient; | I 
mall gueſs the reſt, and kind death 


will deliver me from a world of 


miſery—Adieu—Again I repeat it — 


Love me, my dear Leonora, for I 
never have nor can ceaſe to love 


With the greateſt eſteem, 


Tours, 


JuL1a! 


P. &. 


_ 


P. S. I incloſe a copy * W 
I fend my father. 


* 


LETTER 


Ty 1 Hi DE Va LLIE RE. 


MA the afflicted Julia pres 


ce ſume, after ſo long a penance, to 
s ſupplicate the forgiveneſs, the com- 


4e paſſion, of her ever revered father— 
Ah, Sir, continue all the reſt of 
ce my puniſhment, if my guilt is not 


yet ſufficiently expiated — All but 
« your cruel filence, all but your 
„ mhuman—ſhall I dare to call it. 


2 = neglect of * child — Deign to 
6c <« ſeg 
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& ſee me, Sir. Let me, at your feet, 
„acknowledge that I have erred from 
< my duty; that I am penitent, truly 
tc penitent z and now, if ſupplicating 
« tears, if a ſolemn reſolution never 
< to repeat a fault that too ungo- 
<« yernable love forced me to com- 
« mit, can obtain your pardon—Ah, 
« bleſs your unhappy. daughter with 
< the renewal ef that affection 
« which muſt ever conſtitute her 
* higheſt - Felicity —True, I bluſhing 
„ Own that 1 love, that J muſt ever 
* love, the accompliſned Scvign“: 
« but, whatever ſtruggles it may 
* coſt me, I am ready to ſacrifice 
e that - love to the ſuperior calls 
"<<.of duty — You no longer preſs 
L me to a” hated marriage — The 
Duke 
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«© Duke is, doubtleſs, at laſt, con- 
« vinced, that I am unworthy: the 
<« affection he once honoured. me 
„with —I am, indeed, and rejoice, 
e for both our ſakes, that he has 
e conquered an unhappy paſſion 
* which I never could return —Yow 
e now doom me to the melancholy: 
retirement of a convent — I ſub- 
mit -es, Sir, deign but to ſee 
«© me, to pardon my paſt errors, 
and I will, without murmuring 
Alas, ſince you will have it ſo, 
& refiſtance would be vain — I am 
| cc endeavouring to reconcile myſelf 
* to that joyleſs life to which my: 
fatal deſtiny ordains me — Lou 
* have given we a long, a melan- 
te choly foretaſte of what I muſt 

| 47 ex- 
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* expect. But ah, Sir, was it ne- 
© ceflary to have me conveyed to 
« this fad retreat, in ſo precipitate, 
* ſo ſtrange a manner? —Have you 
e taken care to vindicate my re- 
< putation? — What muſt the world 
think of my ſudden difappearance, 
« of my ſeeming flight? — Could 
you not judge, even by thoſe in- 
* tercepted letters to the Marquis, 
de which were my only imprudence, 
66 that. there was no neceſfity for 
1 having recourſe to ſuch violent 
* meaſures? — Was there the leaſt 
<« cauſe of apprehenſion from them, 
ce that I ſhould attempt a marriage 
i & without your conſent ? — No, Sir, 
'1' s you little know me, if you ſup- 
b A poſe. me capable of ſuch devia- 
* tion — 


— 


The Hiſtory of Jux rA. 187 


tion from the duty I owe you— 


„The Lady Abbeſs, cruelly punc- 
e tual to the orders ſhe has receiv- 


©« ed, refuſed me the permiſſion of 
« writing to you, of writing even 
© to my father — Ah, have I not 


e reaſon to complain of your too 


e great ſeverity; though you have 


“ forgot your ill-fated child, do you 
* imagine the ſentiments of filial af- 


e feftion can ſo eaſily be effaced 
*« from my heart? — Forbid it, hea- 
% ven; that heaven, which, at length, 
& commiſerating my ſufferings, has 
& raiſed me up a friend in my for- 
<« lorn condition; a friend, whoſe com- 
4 paſſion is equal to his piety : by his 


% means I am at laſt, after an. age of 
« fruitleſs ſorrow, permitted to ſue 


for 
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* for your. pardon To intreat — on 
«my Knees, J entreat it—the happi- f 


<< neſs of ſeeing or hearing from vou 
9 Ah, Sir, can you have- the-cruelty- 


to refuſe this. juſt - requeſt ? Has 
* my brother, too, forgot to love-his- 
< once highly eſteemed ſiſter? Why 
<« will not he at leaſt condeſcend to 


< pay me a viſit in this my. dreary 


< retreat ?—Since the fatal morning 
in which you had. me fo. alarm- 
&« ingly carried off and buried in a 
„ convent, I have never ceaſed te 
* lament your too juſt diſpleaſure 
&« But, ah, remit to me now this 
<< too ſevere puniſhment 3 let me 


< once more, before I am compelled 


<« to bid an eternal adieu to. all the 


00 of life, ſee you, ſee. my va- 
lued 
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&« lued friends, my brother, and I 
„will then with. patient reſignation 
return to my melancholy prifon— 
Let me bid them one laſt adieu; 
<« ori; this is too great a favour 
for the unhappy Julia, write to me 
* at leaſt—I muſt aſk more Come 
to me, Sir, tell me I am forgiven, 
and reſtore the long loſt peace 
cc of 4 | , | | 

« Your'ever dutiful, 
c ever affectionate daughter, 


-, 


Juri.“ 


L. 
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LETTER XXIII. 
To LEONORA from ISABELLA, 


| THAT a ſcene of iniquity is 
A unravelled. Ah, Madam, my 
ſuſpicions were too well founded — 
Your friend, your ſuffering injured 
friend — But let me endeavour to 
explain myſelf. The Marchioneſs 
de Sevignt, happy in being united to 
the man ſhe loves; that happineſs 
has ſoftened her haughty diſpoſition 
into gentleneſs — I-accompanied her, 
therefore, with the leſs regret, to her 
; country ſeat, 


The melancholy of the Marquis 
daily encreaſed; yet his Lady did 


not 
/ 
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not obſerve it, or was unwilling to 
damp her dear- bought felicity, by 
indulging a ſuppoſition that ſhe met 
not an equal return of tendernefs— 
Indeed, his behaviour to her was 
amiable to the higheſt degree 
Whatever pain it coſt him, he ſtrove 
to hide the ſecret grief that deſtroy- 
ed his peace, Great part of his time 
was ſpent in riding, or ſolitary . 
rambles ; but with her was ever po- 
lite, ever ſollicitous to oblige, to 
prevent her very wiſhes in whatever 
he judged would be agreeable to her. 
A few days ago, at her propoſal, we 
returned to Paris for the winter; 
a continual ſucceſſion of company 
engaged moſt of her time; the Mar- 


quis pretended buſineſs, and excuſed 
him- 


. 
— * 
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himſelf from being of her parties 
'Alas, Madam, his buſineſs was no 
| other than to indulge his ſecret ſor- 
= Tow, ſhut up in his apartment ; there 
is an elegant drawing of our fair 
Julia — A preſent to her couſin, 
which that Lady has inadvertently 
enough placed amongſt her own lefs 
maſterly performances — This piece 


is, no doubt, a great help to his 
meditations, of which I am but too 
well convinced, the lovely author is 


the principal ſubject— He even ſpoke 
of it to me one day, and made me 
Il 8 remark its various heauties — Ah, 
cried he, with a deep ſigh, why were 
ſuch various perfections beſtowed on 
one — He ſtopped, and ſighed a- 

gain— How I pity him 
Now, 


| The Hiſtory of JUL1A. 193 


Now, Madam, prepare for the 
amazing tale I have to unfold :—- 
The Baron de Vallierè paid our family 
a viſit the other morning — He ap- 
peared in violent agitations, and im- . 
mediately produced a letter from his 
daughter; there was nobody preſent 
but the Marquis, his Lady, and my- 
ſelf — He gave it to the former; 
Read it, cried he, with emotion, 
and help me to comprehend the 
amazing contents, to trace out the 

wicked plotters, who have ſo long 
deprived me of my child, who have 
endeavoured to caſt a cloud over 
her ſpotleſs fame—The Marquis took 
the letter with a trembling hand, and 
retired to a window, that he might 
Vol. I. K | the 


© tis. chad 
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the better hide his emotions — The 


Marchioneſs turned pale —She could 
not conceal her agitations. I was 
more obſervant of her behaviour than 
her Lord's; but he ſoon drew all 


our attention, when uttering a deep 
ſigh, we ſaw him fall ſenſeleſs on the 


floor—His Lady was terribly alarm- 
ed; but, while ſhe endeavoured to 
run to his aſſiſtance, ſhe grew faint, 
and ſtaggering to a chair, was ſoon re- 
duced to the ſame condition. We did 
every thing in our power, in order 
to their recovery; the Marquis firſt 
gave ſigns of returning life — he 
caſt his eyes wildly round— Where is 
ſhe ? cried he, in a faint voice. Ah, 
where have you removed my Julia, 
my Love, my angel Julia? — While 


- 
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he ſpoke his ſenſes returned more 
perfectly, he cloſed his eyes, and for 
a moment continued ſilent; then, 
raiſing them, bathed in tears, he ſeized 
the hand of her father, and with a 
look of anguiſh, You ſee in me, ſaid 
he, the verieſt wretch that lives, 
plunged in deſpair Loſt to every hope 
of happineſs, ruined, undone, for ever 
miſerable ! — He haſtily aroſe, he caſt 
his eyes towards the ſtill inſenſible 
Henrietta, with a look of horror—When 
turning. to me, I leave her to your 
care; I cannot do her juſtice — It is 
to her — No, it was my own raſh- 
neſs—Curſe on the hour in which I 
gave my hand where my heart could 
never love. O torment! O anguiſh !— 
an Julia, added he, in a tranſport 
55 of 


RU 
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of grief, my Julia, my life, my ſoul; 
are you then loſt, for ever loſt to 
your S&vignt ?2—He precipitately left 
the room — Hardly was he gone, 
when his Lady recovered ; the firſt 
words ſhe ſpoke were to call on her 


dear huſband — Ah, cried ſhe, ſee- 


ing he had left her, he hates me, 
he abandons me, and at a time like 
this — but I deſerve his hate - O 


gracious heaven! — Yet, why do I 
apply to you; I dare not hope you 


will hear the prayer of her whoſe 
crimes—Ah, I have ruined the man 
I fondly love; and miſery, never- 
ending miſery, is my pottion—Her 
eyes and manner were ſo full of 
wildneſs and diſtraction, that the 
Baron, who attributed her ravings to 

| her 
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her imperfe&t recovery from her 


| ſwoon, ordered her attendants to lead 
her to her apartment, where ſhe was 
put to bed, in hopes ſhe would 
there be reſtored to a little more 
tranquillity. I attended She repeat- 
edly aſked for her Lord endea- 
voured to. calm her violent emotions, 
by perſuading her he would ſoon re- 
turn — Ah, no, cried ſhe, he never 
will return —he abandons me for 
ever -In effect, he did not for ſeveral 
days; during all which time, you 
may imagine the dreadful ſituation 
of his Lady; her illneſs encreaſed with 
ſuch violence, that we were obliged to 
| ſend for her phy ficians —They came, 
they pronounced her in imminent 


dan ger She raved continually— The 
1 name 
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name of her dear Marquis was in- 
ceſſantly repeated — She called upon 
him, ſhe conjured him, to ſee her 
once more before ſhe left him for 
ever—She had an oppreſſion on her 
mind, a load of guilt — Ah, ſhe 
could not, would not die till ſhe 
revealed it to him Meſſengers were 
every where diſpatched in ſearch of 
him; but they returned without ſuc- 
ceſs Mean time the Marchioneſs was 
at the point of death Heaven, how- 
ever, permitted the return of her rea- 
ſon, that ſhe might the better pre- 
pare for her awful change — When 
we had almoſt loſt all hopes of ſee- 
ing, before her death, the unfortu- 
nate Marquis, I was one morning 
informed a Gentleman deſired to ſpeak. 

with 
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with me I went But what was my 
ſurprize, on ſeeing that amiable 
Nobleman— I am not only born to 
be wretched, ſaid he, but to be the 
cauſe of it in others - Before I could 
determine on. a fit retreat to bury 
myſelf and ſorrows from the world, 
J accidentally heard of my Lady's 
illneſs, My heart, added he, ſighing, 
though incapable of that paſſion, 
which ſhe ought, and wiſhes to in- 
ſpire; that heart, though loſt to every 
joy, is yet not inſenſible to grati- 
tude and compaſſion. She deſires 
earneſtly to ſee me, to ſee the un- 
happy wretch, who can no longer 
Juſtify her choice by a ſuitable re- 
turn of tenderneſs — Go, then, Ma- 
dam, prepare her for the inter- 

K 4 view 
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view—Yes, I will ſee her once more, 
and then farewell to every earthly 
connection — I went as he deſired, 
and returning in a few minutes, con- 
ducted him to the apartment of his 
expiring Lady—I cannot do juſtice 
to the moving ſcene ; and ſhall nor, 
therefore, attempt a minute defcrip- 
tion of it— While he held her hand, 
while the ſoft drops of Pity bedew- 
ed his amiable face, while he gazed 
on her with the moſt tender com- 
paſſion, the Marchioneſs continued 
filent — But, at laſt, ſuddenly with- 
drawing her hand—Enough, my dear 
Lord, ſaid ſhe; I muſt no longer in- 
dulge myſelf in a tenderneſs I fo 
little deſerve—You know not—Ah, 
heavens, what am I going to ſay !— 

- 
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You endcavour to love me, Sir 
You ſtruggle with the feelings of 
your: heart, which you cannot con- 
quer — And for whom are thoſe 
ſtruggles? For her who has for 
ever deſtroyed your peace of mind ; 
blaſted your happineſs; and who, 
: though ſhe adores, has ruined you— 
And in that ruin involved herſelf — 
Tou are going to hate me, my 
Lord; to deteſt, to look with hor- 

ror, on the woman, you once ſo: 
kindly honoured: with eſteem — 
an eſteem which I would die to ſe- 
eure. Judge, then, of the pain; the 
inexpreſlible pain it muſt coſt me 
Alas, I am going voluntarily to 
forfeit what I ſo highly prize But 
I am dying: and, ah, I cannot die 
by | K 5 ko 
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in peace till I reveal my crimes—O 
turn your eyes from me, while 1 
confeſs my guilt; let me not ſee 
them; they ſtagger my purpoſe. If 
I look on them, I ſhall not be 
able to repent — Now, my Lord— 
Why have I not ftrength to caſt 
myſelf at your feet, that I might, 
in that humble poſture, fue for a 
pardon, which yet I dare not hope 
for! — She pauſed through weak- 
neſs, and wiped her ſtreaming eyes— 
The aſtoniſhed Marquis had not 
power to interrupt the mournful 
filence — Anxious, yet dreading to 
hear the reſt — His Lady, at laſt, 
reſumed — Importuned by your fa- 
ther, ſollicited by your friends, you 
conſented to viſit me; you en- 

. pk deavoured 
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deavoured to look on the unworthy 
Henrietta, as your future bride — 
But, alas, my Lord, you ſaw me 
with . indifference : far otherwiſe was 
it with me - I loved tenderly ; loved 
you from the firſt moment; and, 
lover like, hoped that time would 
produce a change in my favour, 
and enable you to return my paſſion 
But, ah, my Sevignt / the fight of 
my too charming couſin deſtroyed 
at once my hopes, and plunged me 
in deſpair — I ſaw, too- plainly, you 
loved her — Your every look con- 
firmed it — I went to my aunt's ; 1 
refuſed to let you accompany me, 
dreading the preſence of my lovely 
rival—You wrote to me Alas, my 
Lord, that cruel letter — No longer 
| "HS : 
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able to govern my increafing paſſion, 
(a paſſion that even your coolneſs 
could not extinguiſh,) I ordered your 
every motion to be watched — My 
ſpies were faithful to their truſt — 
You wrote to your Falia—T am 
ſtung with remorſe while T men- 
tion that amiable, unhappy maid ! = 

| You took ſuch precaution to get 
thoſe letters delivered, that I found 
it impoſſible to intercept them; but 
T ſucceeded, alas, too well with thoſe 
of my couſin; effectual care was 
taken that they ſhould never reach 
you It was I that ſpread the re- 
port of her encouraging the addreſ- 
fes of the Count de Rochefort—What 
mall I ſay more? — To compleat 


my humiliating confeſſion, it was 1 
| ( governed 
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(governed by a' violent, hopeleſs 
paſſion) who contrived to have her 
ſeized, and carried to a convent, 
where ſhe has ever ſince been con- 
fined — To compleat my guilt, I 
eruelly ordered it ſo, that the ſhould 
diſappear on the very day on which 
the Chevalier de Roſelle ſet off for 
Bay — You know the reft, my 
Lord—And now what remains but. 
chat you haſten the too tardy ſtroke 
of death, and, by your Juſt re- 
proaches, end my life, my ſhame, 
and miſery together—Ah, my 8#vignt, 
I fee your inexpreſſible anguiſh; I 
fee your amazement, your horror, at 
ſuch a ſeries of iniquities, too late re- 
yealed; yet, if it be poſſible—Alas, 
my Lord, for pity's ſake, if you 

would 
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| would "ſoften the horrors of a death 
[ | like mine, tell me, though you de- 
ceive me, tell me that you do not 
| hate me— Impoſſible! Ah, do not 
| ſpeak—I ſee—O that look, yes, I ſee 
| you do— Now, my Lord, my Sé- 
8 vigné, my huſband, I am going — 
Save me, ſave me — She fainted — 
No longer thinking of her crimes, 
he: flew to ſupport her; ſhe revived, 
and caſting a timid glance at him, 
Can you, ah, for pity's ſake, tell 
me, ere it be too late, can you for- 
give me? Speak, ſpeak, my Lord, 
the hand of death is on me — He 
preſſed her in his arms, and in a 


voice interrupted by his ſighs and 
groans—I do — J do, cried he with 
fervour, .and may your repentance 

2 * 


* 
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be equally availing with that awful 
Being, before whom you are ſum- 
moned to appear Farewell for ever 
Again I repeat it, from my inmoſt 
ſoul J forgive, I pity you He add- 
ed no more, but haſtily withdrew— 
He is gone, cried ſhe, ah, I ſhall 
never ſee him more — O Sëvigné, O 
my much loved huſband— Again ſhe 
fainted; but by the aſſiſtance of her 
Phyſicians ſhe was once more re- 
ſtored to life, and the moſt ſevere 
remorſe — As they believe, which I 
then little expected, ſhe may poſſibly 
ſurvive the night — I could not re- 
preſs the impatience I felt to fend 
| you this ſurprizing hiſtory—But now, 
without taking time to make any re- 


fleMons on -what has happened, I 
| muſt 
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LETTER XXIV. 
To Lzonona. 


NKIND Leonora; have you, 
too, forgot your unhappy friend ? 
Not anfwer my letter — Ah, what 
am I to think of your ſilence? So 
much as I ftand in need of your 
condolance, does your heart, once 
ſo tenderly awake to all the gentle 
feelings of friendſhip and compaſſion, 
. no longer know to ſympathize in 
my affliction ? Is it not enough that 
my cruel, my inexorable father aban- 
dons me; muſt I loſe my friend too? 
Ah, I am deeply wounded at your 
unkindneſs; yet I muſt write—— By 

oc our 
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our tender amity I conjure you, tell 
me what I have done to forfeit 
your eſteem ? — I weep, Leonora; 
alas! have I not cauſe? ? — Your | 
cruelty was alone ſufficient z but my 
father, too, my brother! What a 
forlorn creature I am — Like you 
they anſwer not my letter —I am 
in deſpair — What is this unknown 
crime that draws on me from every 
one ſuch ſevere diſpleaſure ? — Ah, 
I ſhall not long live to be thus 
hated, thus deſpiſed — The good fa- 
ther, my only friend, he alone, a- 
midſt this iron age, retains his hu- 
manity; pitying my diſtreſs, he un- 
dertakes a journey to do me all the 
ſervice in his power — Yes, he will 
ſee this obdurate father, will know | 

; hy 
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why he thus abandons his unhappy 
daughter — Perhaps I ſhall have fi- 
niſned my mournful ſtate of proba- 
tion ere he returns — But if 1 die, 
Leonora, remember that I die with 
unabated tender friendſhip for you, 
in ſpite of your unkindneſ.— Adieu, 
I weary you with my complaints, 
which, it is plain, you no longer hear 
with pity and indulgence, 


J ULIA? 
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LETTER XXV. 


To LEONOR A from ISABELLA. 


Wourr you believe it poſ- 
a fible, Madam | The Marchio- 
neſa, reduced to the point of death, 
is yet, by the mercy of heaven 
Ah, do I then regret it! Alas, are 
then the hopes I was beginning to 
entertain for your friend, again de- 
ſtroyed ! Yet, I furely ought to re- 
Joice, that ſhe is allowed a longer 
time to evince the ſincerity of her 
repentance—Yes, Madam, the Mar- 
chioneſs is no longer in danger, to 
the aſtonjſhment of her friends. The 

criſis of her fever was ſo favoura- 
| ble, 


ble, that a few weeks - will -eſtabliſh 
her recovery. Never ſinee the mov- 
ing interview I attempted to de- 
ſeribe, has the Marquis been at his 
houſe; nor is it known to what 
part of the world he is retired 
As ſoon as her ftrength will per- 
mit her to be removed, his Lady 
is determined to return to her ſeat 
at ; there, as ſhe declares, to 
weep out the remainder of her 
wretched days, which ſhe dedicates 
to a. conſtant and ſevere repent- 
ance — She will not ſuffer even me | 
to attend her, that ſhe may have 
no body who might be likely to 
adminiſter that conſolation ſhe ſo 
little merits—She has, however, ge- 
nerouſly— on cannot expreſs the gra- 

titude 
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une 1 feel for the undeſerved fa- 
vour) rendered me independent by 
a gift far above my hopes, or what 


1 had reaſon to expect—I have re- 


peatedly beſought her to permit me 
to accompany her in her retirement, 
but my intreaties are vain, her re- 
ſolution is fixed — The Baron is in 
the utmoſt anxiety in regard to his 
daughter, who, believing ſhe was 
confined by his order, ſent him no 
direction to her convent—He knows 
not — It is better he never ſhould, 
at whoſe inſtigation .ſhe was carried 
off — What would it avail him ? 
And why ſhould his reſentment be 
added to the weight of miſery with 
which the unhappy Henrietta is al- 


ready oppreſſed ?—No, let us pity, 
and 
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and not aggravate her woe — The 
Chevalier de Valliere, there is | no 
deſcribing his emotions when he 
read his ſiſter's. letter; he has ever 
ſince been in ſearch of her, having 
obtained an order from the King, 
in caſe they ſhould ſtill endeavons , 
to ſecrete -her, by which he is em 
powered to make a diligent n | 
in all the nunneries throughout the 
kingdom — Ah, may that ſearch be 
ſucceſsful — The Marchioneſs de Se- 
vigns knows nothing of this, nor 
that ſhe did not give them a di- 
rection to where ſhe is, or ſhe would, 
I doubt not, ſooner betray her own 
guilt, than ſuffer them to be longer 
ignorant of the place ſhe had con- 
veyed her to, As he muſt, I think, 

diſcover 
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diſcover it by the methods he is 
purſuing, I ſhall not. interfere, leſt 
I ſhould injure the character of the 
Marchioneſs, by being obliged to 
confeſs from whom I got my in- 
telligence — Ah, what will it avail 
that ſhe is reſtored to her friends? 
Her Scvignt is loſt to her for ever— 
Adieu, Madam, my duty demands 
my -attendance on the ſtill imper- 
fectly recovered Marchioneſs. 


I am, yours, &c. 


ISABELLA. 


Lig r. 
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rerun mar =" 


To LEONOR A from ISABELLA: 


TF\HE lovely ſuffering Julia is 
- Teleaſed from her confinement, 
and reſtored to her rejoicing friends; 
but loſt, for ever loſt, 'to happineſs 
and peace The reverend and worthy 
Eccleſiaſtic put an end. to the long 
fruitleſs ſearch of her brother, who 
now, accompanied by his father, and 
ſeveral of her relations, attended him 
to the con vent As I was not pre- 
ſent, we muſt imagine the tranſ- 
ports of their interview, which, if I 
had ſeen, would, doubtleſs, have 
been impoſſible to deſcribe: for 
VOL. I. L what 
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what language can paint the rap- 
tures ſhe. muſt feel, when, delivered 
from all her painful anxiety, ſhe 
found herſelf in the arms of her 
not incenſed father, as ſhe imagin- 
ed — not the cruel author of her 
melancholy. impriſonment ; but an 
affectionate parent, loading her with 
careſſes, and rejoicing in the reco- 
very of his long loſt, ever loved 
childi—Tv ſee a tenderly eſteemed 
brother, more warm than ever in 
his profeſſions of friendſhip, exult- 
ing in the virtue of a ſiſter, whoſe. 
conduct did juſtice to his ſentiments 
ef her, and whoſe injured fame he 
might now more undoubtedly vin- 
dicate— As the Marchioneſs, the un- 
happy Marchioneſs, was retired to 
5. + er 
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her ſolitary retreat, the Baron, who 
knows the regard his daughter ho- 
nours me with, intreated me to be 
at his houſe when ſhe returned, and 
to prolong my viſit, till, by my 
aſſiſtance, they had brought her to 
ſome degree of reſignation, for the 
loſs of a man, ſhe had declared to 
be ſo tenderly dear to her To me 
vas aſſigned the ſad office of in- 
forming her, ſhe could no longer 
hope for, or muſt love, that ever ami- 
able Sign, who was now" loft to 
her for ever; the unfortunate huſ- 
band of another. - What a taſk ! 
He likewiſe told me; I might, to 
mitigate her grief, aſſure her he 
| would no longer preſs for a mar- 
riage that was her averſion More 

E 2 ſenſible 
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ſenſible of her worth, by the loſs he 
had ſo long endured, he would never 
again deprive himſelf of her pre- 
ſence; the preſence of a child, for 
whom, till now, he did not know 
the extent of his affection, by im- 
muring her in a convent - No, ſhe 
ſhould be reſtored to Liberty, in 
every ſenſe of the word — From 


henceforth, her virtue, her prudence, 
ſhould be her ſole guide, and his 


ſecurity — Thus inſtructed, I waited 


their return, impatient to ſee her, 
yet dreading to reveal the fatal 
news — I alone wept, and was diſ- 
treſſed amidſt the general joy—They 
came, — Her amiable young ſiſters 
ran eagerly to embrace, to welcome 
the ſweet ſufferer I, too, advanced 

My 
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My Jabella here, too! cried ſhe— 
This is an unexpected addition to 
a happineſs, which yet, I thought, 


could admit of no increaſe — My 


friend, added ſhe, why this air of 
ſadneſs? I muſt not have your joy 
expreſſed by tears; it is a too ſolemn 
welcome; I would have you, like 
me, all extaſy and delight. Ah, 
you know not what I have ſuffered, 
nor how amply my ſufferings are 
rewarded ; my father, my brother, 
they love me, Jabella; they have 
reſtored me to that affection which 
I ſo highly value; they promiſe no 
longer to perſecute me about a hated 
marriage — There is but one thing, 
continued ſhe, in a low voice, with 
à a ſweetly bluſhing ſinile — But we 
Ls © 
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will talk of that hereafter—Prepare 
to anſwer a thouſand, thouſand 
queſtions — She preſſed my hand, 
and turned to the Chevalier, who 
ſtood at ſome diſtance, . gazing at 
her with admiration and delight. 
Indeed, ſhe never looked more love- 
ly; joy had diffuſed ſuch charms 
over her expreſſive countenance, that 
it was impoſſible to conceive a more 
beautiful creature, than ſhe at that 
moment appeared—The neat ſimpli- 
city of her dreſs, too, (for her elegant 
perſon ſtood in need of no orna- 
ment,) gave an uncommon air, an 
unuſual grace to her appearance — 
It is proper to inform you, that in 
ſpite af all the enquiries they could 
make, the authors af ther flight are 


not 
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not diſcovered. The Abbeſs declares, 
all ſhe knows of the matter, is from 
2 letter received a few days before 
the arrival of Mademoiſelle Valliere 
at her convent; which informed 
her, that a young Lady was ſoon 
to be brought there, who, deaf to 
every thing but an ignoble paſſion, 
had carried on a clandeſtine correſ- 
pondence with her unworthy Lover, 
which was fortunately diſcovered by 
her friends, who immediately took 
meaſures to get her conveyed to a 
convent: - her's was choſen, and 
ſtrict orders given, that ſhe ſhould be 
watchfully guarded, and not ſuffered 
to write, even to her father, who 
vas reſolved, as the only means to 
fave her from ruin, to prevent her 
BY diſhon- 
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diſhonouring her family; that ſho 
ſhould, after her year of probation 
was expired, take the veil. This 
was the old Lady's account, and, I 
believe, all ſhe knew of the affair 
The letter was produced, but it made 
no diſcovery of the writer. Theſe 
fuſpicions, ſtrengthened by what the 
Marchioneſs had formerly conjec- 
tured, fell, in ſome meaſure, on the 
Count de Rocbefort's relations; yet, 
-as there are no proofs, and an utter 
impoſſibility of their judging with 
any certainty, no farther enquiry 
will be made - Our friend's character 
will be fully vindicated to the world, 
as the particulars of her ſtory are, 
by this time, univerſally known — 
People are now as eager to vindicate, 

as 
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a8 they were, ſome time paſt, to - 
condemn — The Duke again ſeeks 
to renew his addreſſes—But, alas! I 
have a more melancholy ſubje& for 
my pen, which, with reluctance, I 
am now preparing. to enter upon— 
After a day of joy and feſtivity, 
wherein. none were more lively, more 
perfectly happy, than the late mourn- 
ing Julia, ſhe retired to her apart- 
ment — One thing only was wanting 
to compleat her felicity — Did her 
Sevigne ſtill retain the remembrance 
of his once tenderly beloved Fulia ? — 
Her eyes had aſked. me the queſtion 
an hundred. times, before her tongue 
found an opportunity ; but now, at 
liberty to eaſe her heart of the 
load that oppreſſed it, ſhe eagerly 
L 5 beſought 
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beſought we to tell her all I knew 
of that amiable Lover—Ah, ſpeak, 
Tſabella, (cried ſhe, with impatience ;) 
Is he till conftant, notwithſtanding 
ſuch fatal appearances ?—But he will 
now be undeceived—My father, too 
Rejoice with your too happy friend ; 
my greateſt obſtacles are removed— 
Yes, (added ſhe, with fervour,) he 
fhall know my tender regard for 
him—He will be generous — he will 
partake in my felicity ; without that 
it would be incomplete — Incom- 
plete, did I fay? — Alas! without 
him it would be changed into mi- 
ſery — But ſpeak — Ah! you ſigh, 
Tſabella — I tremble! What can you 
mean by that dejected air! — Speak, 
or 1 ſhall die with apprehenſion — 
It 


wen was not in my power, my tears : 
were all the anſwer I could 'imake— | 
She ſaw, ſhe grew pale, and, finking 
Irito a chair Gracious heuven, (ex- 
n he,) he fb longer loves 

mel He abandons me, and gives 
me up to wrerchedneſs, to never- 


ending woe! — Zut tell me all; kill 


me at once, nor thus prolong my 
miſery — Ah, my amiable friend, 
cried J, he has been deceived, cru- 
elly deceived — I know he has, (cried 
The with impatience;) but what of 
that? it is not yet too late to let 
him know his error— Ah, yes, inter- 
rupted J, chardly knowing what 1 
Faid,) it is paſt; he never can be 
your's ; he is already — your couſin 
the moſt unfortunate haſband that 
L 6 ever 
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ever bore that name — A huſband! 
(exclaimed ſhe, with a frantic air, 
raiſing her voice,) a huſband! — 
Ah, Sevignt! Miſery and horror! — 
She fell ſenſeleſs back in her chair— 
I endeavoured, and, at laſt, with. 
difficulty, effected her recovery — She 
opened her eyes, ſhe gazed on me 
for a few moments—I was alarmed 
at the wildneſs of her looks — At 
laſt, Huſh, cried ſhe, (ſtarting,) What 
noiſe is that ?—Ah, if you love me 
(ſpeaking in a low voice) prevent 
her coming in — only a few mo- 
ments — She roſe, with quickneſs 
in her motion, and, faſtening the 
door; returned to her ſeat — Now, 
my Lord — Nay, why this. appre- 
hen - g ds. as. if 
f * 
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liſtening to ſomebedy, then ſnyling) ?) 
O, I forgive you, Sir—My letters— | 

I bluſh. nay, turn away your eyes: 
Yes, I muſt own— But ſay, May I 
depend on your conſtancy ?—(Pauſing, 
and at laſt ſeeming to recolle& me, 
ſhe aroſe, and, with infinite ſweet- 
| neſs in her looks, wiped, with her 
handkerchief, my faſt falling tears.) 
Jabella, cried ſhe; nay, do not weep,, 
they will deceive us in ſpite of all 
our care. My poor friend, your 
unkind lover — But I will conſole 
you — Come, fit down — Tl ſing 
ſome plaintive air, and ſooth your 
grief—Reſt on this bank of flowers 
She ſeated herſelf on the carpet — 
My ſobs choaked my voice when I 


attempted. to ſpeak—Half cloſing her 
eyes, 
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eyes, while an air of inexpreſlible 
woe 'veripread her pale, her affeft- 
ing doutmenance, ſhe put her ſpread 
hand on her breaſt, and in a | loft 
Plaintive voice ſung, 


| By a falſe ſwain, and broken vows, - 
In early youth I die; 
Was I to blame becauſe his bride 
Was thrice as rich as I ? 


Then ſuddenly ſtarting from her me- 
lancholy poſture, Hark, tis he, tis he, 
(raifing her voice,) not a word to my 
Father—Ah, cruel Henrietta, I would 
not uſe you ſo — You will not tet 
me undeceive my Stvignt—One mo- 
m̃ent, one fhort moment My dear, 
my amiable Julia, faid I, taking her 
hand, why do you talk thus? there 


15 
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is nobody here but your afflicted 
friend Are you ſure of that? eried 
the, with earneſtnefß— Ah, there tie 
is again; now, now I will peak to 
him — vin, my beloved Shvignt— 
She ran to the door, but without 
attempting to open it, returned, and 


ſtanding a few moments filent, as if 


in meditation, raifed her hands and 
eyes with a look of anguifh—Dead, 
did you fay ?—my Stoient deat? — 
O miſery, is he then loft to me 
for ever?—She pauſed, and drawing 
near me, with a look of more com- 
poſure — What is the matter with 
me, 1/abella ? I am' not as 1 uſed 
to be—Alas! no, my Julia, ſaid I, 
embracing. her, let me perſuade you 
to lie down; pray take my advice 

| | we” 


; 
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She ſuddenly raiſed her head, which 
was reclined on my - breaſt — Give 
me your hand kerchief, Jabella; 1 can- 
not bear this pain; bind it on juſt 
here (putting her hand to her fore- 
head) — 1 was going to do ſo, but 
forgetting what ſhe had aſked, ſhe 
flung from me, and retired to ſome 
diſtance, - where, ſtanding for a few 
moments, as if liſtening to ſome- 
thing, ſhe claſped her hands, and 
letting them hang at their full length, 
raiſing her eyes to heaven, with a. 
voice ĩnexpreſſibly moving, ſung 


I hear a voice you cannot hear, 
Which ſays I muſt not ſtay; 
I ſee a hand you cannot ſee, 
Which beckons me away. 


I 


My 3 my affeRing Julia, let 


me beſeech you 'to be more com- 
- poſed — You know not. how you di- 
ſtreſs me —Nay, but mark me, re- 
ſumed ſhe, laying her hand on my 
_ atm—Alas, I forget what 1 had to 
ſay to you, my Lord — Some other 
time—Ah, you flatter, ſmiling ; but 
ſwear you do not, nor ever will, love 


her My dear brother — My Emilius, 


turning haſtily round, welcome from 
the army — Then again, ſeeming to 
liſten, ſne ſcreamed, Ah, is he really 
dead? — Loſt, miſerable Julia — She 
flung herſelf on the carpet I endea- 
voured to raiſe her My friend, my 
Julia, ſee my tears; good heavens, 


how you afflict me — She raiſed her- 


| ſelf 
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ſelf on her elbow, increaſing. wild- 
neſs in her looks, gazed at me for a 
moment; then ſinking down again, 
cloſed her eyes, reſuming her melan- 
choly ſong: 


O bear my corſe, my comrades, bear, 
This bridegroom blythe to meet, 
He in his wedding-trim fo gay, 

1 in my winding-ſheet, 


Ino thought it neceſſary to inform 
ſome of the family of the way ſhe 
was in; and ringing for her maid, 


ho was in the next room, ordered 
her to take care of her Lady, while 


I went to tell the Chevalier of her 


melancholy diſorder He waited not 
to hear half I was going to ſay, in 
order to· — him for the ſad 


— ſcene ; ; 
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ſrene; but on the firſt hint of her 
illneſs, hurried to her apartment 

The moment he entered the room, | 
ſhe ran to embrace him My Eni- 
lius — Ah, where have you been ſo 
long? You know. not how they have 
uſed your poor Julia; but you are 
come to my deliverance — Quick, 
then, take me from this hated con- 
vent — She left him, and with quick- 
acis turning to me, wok hold of 
my arm, leading me to a windo w- 
Not a word of you know who — 
-Huſh, (putting her hand on my 
mouth, ) how loud you ſpeak Im- 
prudent Habella — She again went to 
her brother — Come, fit down, my 
ever dear VHallisre; well, and hat news 
from the army? They tell me, that 


a certain 
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a. certain perſon — He little thinks 
who I mean, Jabella, ſmiling —I 
know not what I was going to ſay, 
brother—They have teazed me till— 
Ah, my head—I have quite loſt my 
reaſon ſince you left me, added ſhe, 

with a melancholy? compoſure—You 
want ' reſt, my amiable Julia, ſaid the 
Chevalier, preſſing her in his arms 
It is late; will not my dear ſiſter— 
Late did you ſay, interrupting him, 


and the Marquis not yet come — Ah, 


he did not uſe — She ſtopped— The 
Marquis, did you ſay? cried her bro- 
ther; I love, I eſteem the Marquis; 
he is to be pitied — Poor Sé&vigné, 
faid ſhe, ſighing — He thought it 
might produce ſome change in her 
to continue a converſation about 
him, 
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kim, and reſumed — Yes, my dear, 
the Marquis is greatly to be pitied; 
he is very unhappy, and has been ſo 
ever ſince he married our. couſin — 
She ſtarted—Married, did you ſay |!— 
IJ thought you * known he was 
my dear — Ma 
Alas, too fure, ke” i is married, my 
beloved Fulia—Ah, then, cried ſhe, 
with a look of deſpair, I am loft 
for ever—My Scvigné, my inconſtant 
Sevigne — She burſt into a violent 
flood of weeping, and continued ſome 
time in ſtrong byſterics — We both 
rejoiced . that tears came to her re- 
lief, as the moſt likely means to 
reſtore her to ſome degree of tran- 
quillity. The Chevalier thought it 

would be proper to ſend for a phy- 
"a ſician, 


repeated ſhe - 


% 


ſician, and went himſelf: to give or- 
ders, as well as to acquaint his fa- 
ther of what had happened They 
both came into her apartment ſoon 
after Our poor friend was ſtill in- 
ſenſible to every thing but the vio- 
lence of her grief — It is impoſſible 
to expreſs the affliction of her poor 
ſorrowing father — By the advice of 
the doctors ſhe was blooded, which 
greatly moderated her violent agita- 
tations— They retired—She was put 
to bed - I continued with her the 
remainder of the night; I frequent- 
ly ſpoke to her, (for ſhe never cloſed 
her eyes to ſleep,) but ſhe gave me 
no anſwer. Frequent and mournful 
ſighs were, on her part, the only in- 
terruption given to our ſilence — In 
this 
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this ſad and afflicting filence ſhe has 


continued ever ſince Her brother 
ſcarce. leaves her apartment a mo- 


ment, but all his tender eloquence 
cannot prevail on her to ſpeak ;*ſhe- 


is ſtill corifined to her bed by an in- 
creaſing illneſs — A flow fever, that 
is inſenſibly conſuming her, and will, 
J fear, ere long, bring her to an 
untimely grave Her father, indeed, 
all her relations are in the deepeſt 
affliction; but none more ſo than the 
amiable Chevalier, to whom ſhe is 
inexpreſſibly dear—Nothing is omit- 
ted that may be likely to reſtore 
either her health or tranquillity, but 
all have hitherto proved ineffectual — 
The Duke is here daily, and nothing 
can exceed his tender ſollicitude for 
her 
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ber recovery; there is-a great friend- 


ſkip between that Nobleman and her 
brother. The latter would rejoice, 
I believe, could his ſiſter be pre- 
vailed on to do juſtice to her Lo- 
ver—But, alas, Madam, ſhe will not 
long + mourn either her own diſap- 
pointed hopes, or give falſe hopes 
to others; death, who already ho- 
vers round her couch, will ſoon, too © 
ſoon, end her miſery, and their ſuc- 
ceſsleſs paſſions —Adieu, Madam; 1 
haſten to return to our dying and 
greatly regretted friend — Believe me- 


yours, | 
ISABELLA. 
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